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Introduction

Within these pages you will find many heartbreaking accounts of tragedies caused by impaired and distracted drivers, as well
as stories about teen experiences with underage drinking. They all involve under-21 year olds, either as victims or perpetrators, from all over Alaska. They have poured out their hearts to tell their stories. Our youth have the ability and power to
bring about much needed changes in the way our society thinks about the use of alcohol and drugs in our daily lives. These
young folks have created a powerful message and an effective way to deliver it. This is Soul Shaking Grief Teen Edition, the
book you hold in your hands right now. Their comments and stories beg your attention and response!
Every mile you drive on Alaska’s roads, you are subjected to the dangerous driving behaviors of impaired and distracted drivers. Don’t be one! Don’t ride with one! Every driver within these pages who caused a crash never believed it would happen
to them. But it did.
That is the risk you take if you choose to drink and drive or drive with distractions such as texting, talking on your cell
phone, eating, having loose animals in your car, etc. It is incumbent on each of us as responsible adults to keep all of these
things under control and focus on the complex task of safe driving.
Underage drinking is a serious problem among our youth. Besides the dangerous behaviors it fosters there is the additional
hazard of binge drinking, sometimes resulting in death because no one present recognized the danger or the signs of alcohol
poisoning, so no action was taken.
The teens that put this book together are confident it will have a positive effect on all who read it. They have put a lot of
thought and effort into it with hopes that you, the reader, will adopt a safer decision-making process with regards to your
attitude about drugs and alcohol, as well as your driving behavior, and that you will also become more proactive in being a
force for change among your own family and friends.
To their credit, they have also included a number of success stories about teens who are involved in constructive, fulfilling
activities and enjoying the rewards of their efforts. They have demonstrated that you can have a good time without succumbing to peer pressure to experiment with dangerous behaviors. Be sure to check out the Good News Stories! Decem-

Read on. You will be impressed, astounded, shocked, saddened, and hopefully -- affected by what you experience within these pages.

Some of the stories/comments in this book were compiled from Public Safety Reports from criminal complaints filed in state and federal courts, as well
as some police blotter information, trooper dispatches, fire department reports, and interviews with public safety officials. Individuals named as arrested
and/or charged with crimes in this book are presumed innocent until proved guilty in a court of law. Other Sources: Anchorage Daily News, Mat-Su Valley Frontiersman, Juneau Empire, Peninsula Clarion, Fairbanks Daily News Miner, Homer News, Homer Tribune, Seward Phoenix Log, Anchorage Press,
Alaska Star, KTUU Channel 2, KTVA Channel 11, KTUR Channel 13 , KTBY Fox 4, KTVF Channel 11.
Thank You!

We welcome your comments about the book.
Contact us:

Phone:
907-978-7809 Nancy or 907-978-8595 Royal

Copyright 2011-2012
All rights reserved. This publication is the
property of Forget Me Not Mission

E-Mail:
royal-nancy@hotmail.com OR stopdui@forgetmenotmission.com
Write to us:
5068 Pinnacle Ridge Cir., Wasilla, Alaska 99623
Website:
www.forgetmenotmission.com
Facebook - Forget Me Not Mission, Inc

If you feel this publication
is worthy of your support,
please visit our website and
make a donation so we can
print more books.

Founders of the Forget Me Not Mission
Royal and Nancy Bidwell

NOTICE
If you find mistakes in this publication, please consider that they are there for a purpose.
We publish something for everyone and some people are always looking for misteaks!
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This Public Safety Report is compiled from criminal complaints filed in state and federal courts, as well as some police blotter information, trooper dispatches, fire department reports and interviews with public safety officials. Individuals named as arrested and/or charged with crimes in this report are presumed innocent until proved
guilty in a court of law.

If you aren’t sure whether Alaska has an Underage DUI problem, then read on.......
“........20-year-old on a charge of driving under the influence of alcohol and fourth-degree misconduct involving weapons Saturday.”
“........19-year-old smelled of alcohol, had bloodshot, watery eyes and was staggering. He failed field sobriety tests and his breathalcohol content was measured at 0.22. He was charged with Driving While Impaired/Minor Operating After Consuming Alcohol.”
“.......16-year-old A.R. was cited for Minor Operating After Consuming and driving in violation of a restricted license.”
“.......Mile 44 Parks Hwy, 20 year old male Z.S. was stopped for a moving violation. Charge:DUI, Bail $500.”
“....... K.M. 20, of Anchorage was stopped on a complaint from the public. Charges: DUI, Child Endangerment
“....... A.W. 20, of Wasilla, was stopped for a moving violation. Charge: DUI. Bail: $500.”
“.......on 9/10, the AST Bureau of Highway Patrol, Northern Team, stopped 18-year-old J.J. for speeding. He was arrested for DUI,
Operating Vehicle w/o Liability insurance, Minor Consuming Alcohol and Minor Operating a Vehicle after drinking alcohol.”
“.......The Alaska State Troopers stopped K.C. 18, of Kodiak and arrested him for DUI, Minor Operating After Consuming Alcohol
and Minor consuming Alcohol.”
“.......on 9/11/11, Troopers with the Alaska State Bureau of Highway Patrol and the Talkeetna Patrol Troopers responded to the
scene of a single vehicle rollover in Talkeetna. The Volvo traveled west bound on Beaver Rd when it lost control and left the roadway where it hit the ditch, rolled over on its roof and ran into a tree. R.H. 23, of Anchorage, S.E. 18, of Talkeetna and S.N. 18, of
Talkeetna were all injured. None reported wearing seatbelts and alcohol is believed to be a contributing factor in the cause of the
crash.”
“....... K.P. ,18, was charged with driving under the influence for allegedly driving while drunk in Fairbanks. He told troopers he had
one or two drinks. His breath-alcohol content was 0.101. He was charged with Minor consuming and Minor Operating.”
“.......on 9/04/11, Troopers with the Bureau of Highway Patrol, South Central Team stopped a vehicle on Bogard Road for a traffic
violation. The driver C.D., 18, of Wasilla was arrested for driving in violation of his instructional permit. He was also found to
have consumed alcohol prior to driving.”
“.......Alaska State Troopers with the Bureau of Highway Patrol, South Central Team, responded to a single motor vehicle collision
on the Parks Hwy, at the Glenn Hwy, interchange. The driver was D.B., age 19, of Wasilla. He was operating his vehicle while
under the influence of alcohol. He was arrested and charged with Minor Consuming and operating a motor vehicle DUI.”
“.......on 1/09/12, The Alaska State Troopers, Bureau of Highway Patrol, Kenai Peninsula Team, stopped to check on a truck that
was parked in the middle of the roadway near East End Road. Upon contact with the 16-year-old male, he said he was stopped so
his intoxicated passenger could urinate in the roadway. The 16-year-old male had been consuming alcohol and was Driving Under
the Influence. He was arrested for DUI.
He was also given Misdemeanor citations for DUI, MOCA, MCA and a citation for Open Container.”
“.......The Alaska South Central team of the Alaska State Troopers contacted the driver of a Dodge for erratic driving on Crusey St.
J.D, age 20, of Wasilla was arrested for DUI.”
“.......K.E., age 19, of Sutton was stopped in his Chevy pickup for illegally tinted windows by the AST Bureau of Highway Patrol.
He was found to be driving while under the influence of alcohol. He was arrested for DUI, MOCA and MCA.
This is only a short list of underage teens being stopped for DUI, and Minors Consuming Alcohol, there are a lot more!
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Katelynn, Brittany, Teacher Susan Brunner and Marissa
take a look at the files containing stories for the teen book.

Top Left to Right - Jennifer Solano, Kayler Kushin, Brittany Greenup, Devan Clark, Uniqueka Charles-White,
Samual Anderton, Marissa Dunn, Kristopher Almodovar, Kiana Valdez, Angela Moore, Brittany Anderson, AnnaLee Hulse,
Ustina Martosheff, Tyler Nelson, Hanna Sellers, Ty Farber, Katelynn Clark, Julius Eckert, Nagore Landetta, Eli Clark,
Jessica March, Bradly Brinegar, Alaysha Ivins, Nathaniel Doss, Erin Vincent, Shawn Falk, Bristyl Baker, Lilian Lorentz,
Kay Peterson.

“Thanks for helping us with the layout and design of this book”
Royal and Nancy Bidwell

The Colony Leadership Class was also a big help in the production of this book! “Thank You”
Here they are at their end of year Adwards Ceremony
Alyssa Adams, Erika Arthur, Kelsey Bardsley, Andrea Berton, Claudia Bishop, Erik Bolton, Devan Clark, Karen Clement,
Daisey Davenport, Brooke Deans, Rebekah Diotte, Katherine Donelson, Marissa Dunn, Jacob Elwell, Derek Evans, Ty
Farber, Rebecca Farley, Missy Gaulke, Katie Graham Jessie Jones, Angelina Klapperich, Cody Kubacki, Derek McEwen,
Jasmine McEwen, Blake McIlvain, Hunter McKinney, Bailey Meier, Tanner Menard, Kody Nash, Malori Norton, Shani
Powell, Rachel Robinson, Sawyer Root, Seth Root, Alyscia Sanderson, Saige Stefanski, Joshua Schoeneberger,
Boaz Sessom, Elliot Soprani, Carli Trout, Nathan Umbarger, Meg Urbano, Meagan Vance, Mariah Yerbich.
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Hello teens,
I know teenagers are faced with dozens of choices each day and feel intense pressure from other teens to sometimes make the wrong
decisions. But the power is in your hands to grow up strong and healthy and push back on those trying to push you down the wrong
path.
My father died when I was ten-years-old and I helped my mom run our family business and raise the other five children. I had my
first business license, selling jewelry, when I was 14; and at age 16, I partnered with some adults to open Anchorage’s first-ever nonalcoholic teen club. I didn’t let my family circumstances keep me down, nor lead me down the wrong path.
Later, I became a mayor and now a U.S. Senator. The choice is yours. Be positive. Stay positive. Look to the future and plan for
success. I know you can do it.
I am inspired when I see young people reaching out to help others. I applaud Royal and Nancy Bidwell and the Forget Me Not
Mission for their ongoing commitment to making Alaska a safe place for all of us to live, work and raise our families. Your
dedication to helping teens make good choices and not drive drunk or distracted is greatly appreciated.
Hearing and reading the stories of other young people and the losses they have faced can only help in our
collective effort to keep everyone safe and alive. Thank you to everyone, for putting your personal stories into this book. I know it
will be a source of inspiration for many.
Sincerely,
Mark Begich
United States Senator

Hi teens,
The pages of this Soul Shaking Grief Teen book contain the real life stories of Alaskan teens whose lives were changed forever as a
result of someone who was driving either impaired or distracted.
Real stories.....real people.....real tragedies.
They were complied to remind all of us that the loss of life from impaired and distracted driving is totally
preventable. The message is a simple one. Don’t do it! Don’t drive impaired or distracted! Don’t let your friends do it and don’t
ever get in a car with an impaired driver. It’s all about Plan B. Have someone else to call or call a cab to take you home.
Working together, we can reduce the number of fatalities from impaired and distracted driving to zero. Read the stories in this
book, think about them, then take a stand to never get behind the wheel impaired. And don’t let your friends drive impaired either.
Sincerely,
Lisa Murkowski,
United States Senator
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A message to Alaska’s teens,
Although the Alaska’s graduated driver’s license program is designed to help you safely transition into becoming an independent
driver, you should consider other restrictions that may help you have a safer beginning experience. You should seriously consider
restricting your cell phone conversations, texting, stereo use, eating, and drinking while driving. Any activity, even conversation,
can take the focus off your driving and cause distractions that can lead to violations and crashes. Let’s work together to make
Alaska’s roadways safer!
Sincerely,
Whitney Brewster, Director
Division of Motor Vehicles

Teen Drivers and Alaska’s Graduated Driver’s License Program
Graduated driver’s license programs are designed to provide new drivers with experience and skills gradually over time in low-risk environments. There are three steps through which new drivers pass. They begin by acquiring an instructional permit, progress to a restricted, provisional license, followed by receipt of a full driver’s license. The Division of Motor Vehicles is responsible for Alaska’s graduated driver’s
license program.
You must be at least 14 years of age to receive an instructional permit. If you are under 18 years of age, you must have parental consent
to obtain a permit. You will be required to pass the written knowledge test, a vision test and pay a fee prior to being issued an instruction
permit. In order to drive with a permit, you must be accompanied by a person age 21 years or older that has a minimum of 1 year driving
experience. This person must have a valid driver’s license and occupy the passenger seat next to you at all times.
Once you turn 16, you may graduate to a provisional license. Provisional licensed drivers:
·

Must be supervised by a licensed driver, 21 years of age or older, between the hours of 1:00 a.m. and 5:00 a.m.

·

May only carry passengers when accompanied by a person who is at least 21 years of age.

·

May only carry their siblings or themselves in the vehicle, without adult supervision, between 5:00 a.m. and 1:00 a.m.

If you are under 18 years of age and obtaining your first driver’s license you must:
·

Have a valid permit for 6 months prior to obtaining your provisional license.

·

Have your parent, legal guardian, or employer certify that you have had at least 40 hours of driving experience, including at least
10 hours of driving in progressively challenging circumstances, such as driving at night or in inclement weather.

·

NOT have been convicted of a traffic law violation within 6 months before you apply for your provisional driver license.

·

Pass a road skills test.

Once you obtain your provisional license, you may not graduate to a regular driver license for at least 6 months AND cannot have been
convicted of a repeat minor consuming or possessing alcohol or violated a traffic law within 6 months of your application for a regular
driver license. Once you reach the age of 18, provisional licensing laws no longer apply to you. You are not required to obtain a new
license, but it is best if you obtain an unrestricted license. When eligible to graduate to a regular driver license, you must reapply to remove
the provisional restriction. A duplicate license must be obtained.

Failure to follow Restrictions
A violation of the restrictions is an infraction with a $200.00 penalty.
Driving in violation of a restricted license under [AS 28.15.057(b)] is a 2 point violation that will
appear on the driving record.
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“This is not what I imagined

The Story of...

My daughter Shelly was born in Anchorage, Alaska, on April
3, 1966 and she died in Anchorage, Alaska, on November 5,
1983.
Shelly was a 17-year-old senior at West Anchorage
High School, on the honor roll and played the flute in the
school band. She was also a Pink Lady Volunteer at Providence
Hospital and she had an after-school job at 50-Minute Photo.
She also had a summer job with Anchorage Daily News in the
customer service department. She was a beautiful and happy
girl. She had a boyfriend, but the love of her life was the
animals she took care of. She had several cats and a dog. She
loved every animal she came in contact with and talked about
being a veterinarian since she was four years old!
But…………….
She never graduated from high school.
		

She never became a veterinarian.

		

She never got married.

		

She never gave me any grandchildren.

Her life ended the day Steven St John, a 27-year-old man

Shelly Reed
April 3, 1966 - November 5, 1983

chose to drink & drive. He had been drinking all afternoon
and into the night. He left a bar at midnight & drove the
wrong way on Minnesota Drive, coming off the Raspberry
Road exit, with his
headlights off, hitting my
daughter’s car head-on.
His blood alcohol level
was .320.
She was killed instantly.

Shelly 12, with her
favorite cat Joey.

The Forget Me Not Foundation was founded in 2005, when Nancy and Royal Bidwell decided it was
time to do something to stop the insanity of drunk driving in Alaska.

when my daughter was born.”
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He not only changed my life, my family’s life, all her relatives’
lives, but the lives of all her classmates, her fellow workers,
and her animal friends lives as well. It’s the ripple effect.
It makes you wonder how my daughter Shelly would
have changed the world. How many other people’s lives
would she have touched? How many animals would she have
loved and saved?
Imagine having to attend your daughter’s funeral in

Nancy with her
children,
Kenny and Shelly
in 1967

November……..and leaving there without her, knowing you
will never see her again.
Imagine enduring the trial in April to convict the
drunk driver.
Imagine attending your daughter’s graduation at the
end of May and seeing an empty chair with a rose on it.
Imagine her 19-year old brother accepting her

Shelly in Kindergarten
North Star School 1971

diploma.
Imagine two days after her graduation, the family
gathered again, to bury her, now that the ground is thawed.
This is not what I imagined when my daughter was born.
Nancy Bidwell

Shelly’s Easter
Bike. She didn’t
like having to
wait for
the snow to melt!
Shelly and Kenny in 1969

Alaska lowered the legal blood alcohol limit from 0.10 to 0.08 on September 1, 2001. Governor Tony
Knowles signed this into law in an attempt to crack down on drunk driving crshes in Alaska.an atempt
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“Everyone smiles in the same
ANGEL-SHINE
By Nancy Bidwell

Shelly’s smile made me laugh; it made me sing...........................
She made my life a very special thing.
With a twinkle in her eye, and a giggle on her face....................
No one will ever take her place.
Her eager zest for life was a true delight.......................................
I cherished her; I loved her with all my might.
Now in God’s loving arms, out of harm,......................................
Her face aglow with angel-shine, she’s the image of eternal charm.

Because of the frozen
ground, the family had to
wait over six months before
they could lay Shelly to rest
at Angelus Memorial Park
Cemetery on May 25th,
1984.

Nancy stands by Shelly’s Highway Fatality Memorial sign,
installed in 2007 on Minnesota
Drive..

Driving under the influence doesn’t just affect the person behind the wheel. It affects the whole community...

language.”

Inside of crashed car that Shelly was driving.

Shelly, with her date, at
her junior prom.

-Shelly’s favorite quote

Shelly’s crashed Pontiac Firebird.

Shelly 14, with her brother Ken, who accepted Shelly’s
diploma at her graduation ceremony.

...if you can’t grab hold of this reality, then PLEASE don’t grab hold of the wheel.
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In Memory of Karl LeRay
March1,1963 - June 16, 2011

Bigger than life
That is how many of Karl’s friends
would describe him. He always had a
huge smile and enthusiastic greeting
when he met you. Karl was corporate
secretary of Forget Me Not Mission,
and he passed away suddenly on June
16, 2011 at the young age of 48 while
riding his Harley Davidson motorcycle
from Anchorage to Juneau with a group
of fellow motorcycle enthusiasts.

Karl was a very involved, energetic,
a deep-thinking individual. He
served as president of A.B.A.T.E.,
was a member of the BNI networking group, and he put a lot of
time and energy into fundraising
activities for Muscular Dystrophy
Association.
Karl also served on a number of
corporate boards. Besides serving
as our corporate secretary, he was
primarily responsible for upgrading our website in 2009, and was
actively involved in our Throttle
Thunder motorcycle relay.

He taught hundreds of Alaska
teens how to ride motorcycles
sensibly and safely. Karl’s passing
has left a big hole in the Anchorage community. His friends, from
Juneau to Fairbanks and beyond,
miss him greatly. We’re thankful for the time we had with Karl
and we will always value the good
memories we have of those times.
“Karl was our good friend and the
Corporate Secretary of the Forget
Me Not Mission. We will miss him.
Royal & Nancy Bidwell

In Memory of Randy and Doris Bjerken
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Bjerken children hold onto each other and their faith

Randy and Doris Bjerken were in Scottsdale,
Arizona, relaxing and visiting Randy’s father
for a few days following a pastor’s conference
in Texas. It was Sunday, Mother’s Day, May
8, 2011 and the couple were out for a leisurely
walk that morning when an SUV jumped the
curb and struck them, killing both of them.
It was later determined that drugs and alcohol
were not factors but that the 23-year old
driver of the SUV had fallen asleep and left
the roadway.
Randy, 51 served as pastor at Matanuska
Assembly of God, and Doris, 50, worked at
Colony High School in Palmer as an administrative assistant. Their four children, Chris,
26, Corey, 24, Courtney, 20, and Kenzie, 16,
were devastated by the sudden, senseless loss
of their loving parents but they are dealing
with it by the strength of their faith.
Corey, Courtney and Kenzie are living independently in the house their parents built
and working through their grief together.
Corey is now “man of the house” but he says
all he can do now is be a big brother and look
out for his sisters. Their older brother Chris
has his own family.

Corey told the Frontiersman, “There’s only
one of two things you can do - either strive on
and press on and try to get closer to the heart
of God, or you can go the opposite
direction. The only option for us is to move
forward. That’s what we are doing. We’re
just all kind of holding on to the same
strength that my parents had.”

Randy and Doris Bjerken

The Bjerken children have received tremendous support from their
church, school and community, helping them emotionally, financially,
and donating food and labor as needed. In a very real sense, they
are benefiting from the energy and love Randy and Doris invested in
their community.

One of the difficult things about dealing with this kind of tragedy is
knowing that it was easily avoidable. The driver either did not understand his limits or weaknesses or just chose to ignore them. Whatever the contributing factors, he made some bad decisions, resulting
in a life-altering tragedy for many individuals, particularly Randy
and Doris’ children and other immediate family members. Also their
friends in the community through school and church.
It is our hope that everyone who learns of this terrible accident will
get a personal message from it and be more conscious of safe driving
behaviors in the future.
Remember, everything can change in just one second!

16

“Left For Dead”
by Bill and Colleen Oefelein

“I was 17 years old when a drunk driver ran me over
and left me for dead.”
I didn’t know what hit me. In fact, I didn’t even know
I’d been hit. I woke up cold and confused, lying in the
middle of the road and unable to move. I couldn’t
even call out for help.
It was a winter night in 1983, and I was a 17-yearold, West High senior in Anchorage. I drove a
1967 Chevelle—a red one, which was now partially
crumpled. I tried turning my head to look for it,
but nothing moved. My breath came out in puffs
of vapor then rose above me and disappeared. My
thoughts were scrambled, and I didn’t know what
happened.
The last thing I remembered was driving home
from a Beach Boys concert. It was after 11:00 pm
on a frigid February night, and I was just a couple
blocks from home. I had just passed the intersection
of Dimond and Minnesota when my car stalled. I
turned the key a couple times, but it wouldn’t start, so
I steered it off the road. It was completely out of the
lanes of travel when it stopped rolling, but I decided
to push it a little farther onto the shoulder. The last
thing I wanted was for someone to hit my car. I put
the car in neutral, got out and gave it a shove. That
was it. That was where the memory stopped…right
before a drunk driver hit me.
His name was David. He had no job, no friends
and a miserable disposition. It was his birthday the
night he almost killed me, and none of his family
had remembered to get him a cake. So, he angrily
grabbed the keys to his truck and began hopping
from bar to bar on an epic, “poor-me” drinking binge.
Before that night, he’d already been arrested several
times for drunk driving. His punishment was light
and didn’t deter him from doing it again. And again.
And on the night he hit me, he added “felony hit-andrun” to his record of DWIs.
He had peeled out of a bar’s parking lot, cut off a
yellow cab and sped away. Angry, the cab driver
followed the pick-up truck and caught up to it a few
blocks down the road. Then the cabbie watched in

William “Billy O” Oefelein
Pilot STS-116, OV-103, Space Shuttle Discovery- 2006
Photo Courtesy of NASA: www.nasa.gov

horror as the drunk driver swerved off the road
and plowed into a car, sending the limp body of
a teenager into the air. He sent his own truck
careening into a snow bank.
The cab driver immediately called for an ambulance
on his radio and relayed what he saw. The drunk
got out of his truck and glanced nonchalantly at my
motionless body, lying in the middle of the road. He
surveyed his truck, which was stuck in the snow, and
put it in 4-wheel drive. He then got back behind the
wheel, freed his truck from the snow bank and sped
away.
As the cabbie radioed police, another Good Samaritan
stopped to help. He stayed with me in the street
while the cabbie followed the drunk driver to make
sure he didn’t get away. About a mile down the road,
the drunk ran his truck off the street. This time
he was stuck real good. The police put him in the
slammer.

“You got hit by a car.” A voice startled me. Then a
man’s face appeared. “We called an ambulance. Try
not to move.”
I blinked, and when I opened my eyes again, I was
bumbling down the road inside an ambulance, still
freezing cold and shivering violently.
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“Mrs. Oefelein, your son, William, was in a car
accident, and you should get down here right away.”
She felt the blood drain from her face. Her heart was
pounding. She hung up the phone, woke up my dad,
and they flew out the door.

I blinked again and was in the emergency room. The
fluorescent lights blinded me as doctors and nurses
chattered nonsensically. I never felt so cold in my life.
Just before I froze to death, a woman appeared with
more blankets.
As I lay there in my warmth bubble, I thought of my
parents. We’d had dinner together at Skippers that
night, after which they reminded me of my curfew. I
promised them I’d be home by midnight.
My mom heard the ambulance sirens as she got ready
for bed, not knowing they screamed for her son.
Fifteen minutes later, she crawled into bed. She had
just closed her eyes when the phone rang.
The man on the other end introduced himself as
Sgt. Gonzales from the Elmendorf Air Force Base
Hospital and asked to speak with Mrs. Oefelein.

Bill in Elementary School

Bill and Randy play Astronaut’s at a young age

Graduation from West Anchorage High School

Their route to the hospital took them past my
crumpled car, where police and witnesses converged.
My mother jumped out of the car and ran over to
the police, demanding to know what happened. The
police officer pulled her aside, gave her a Cliff ’s
Notes version of the hit-and-run, added that they’d
caught the guy, and suggested my mother get to the
hospital. Quickly. Knowing how badly I’d been hurt,
he gave my parents a police escort, which only scared
my mother more. As they pulled away, my mother
looked back at my red Chevelle. The driver’s side
door was demolished.
When my parents got to the hospital, the doctor
explained that my injuries were critical, and he
couldn’t assure them that I’d make it through the
night. As he described my head injury and partially
severed leg, he led them to my room. They surveyed
my leg, and I snuggled in my warm blankets.
My Mom looked scared. My Dad offered words of
encouragement, but his somber expression reflected
the severity of my injury.
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I was supposed to go to Hawaii the next morning, but
that was definitely off the schedule. As was football,
hockey, skiing, running, walking, school, showers
and a thousand other things for several months…or
forever. I didn’t know, and I needed to find out.
So, while my parents worried whether I’d live
through the night, my thoughts were elsewhere. I
took stock of what happened, and decided to heal.
Death never crossed my mind.

drunk driver, my right leg below the knee twisted
itself around so that my foot now pointed backward
when my knee pointed forward. Both the tibia and
fibula were broken in half and sticking out of my
skin. My foot was dangling by strands of what I
believe was muscle. I tried not to look at it. I knew
my leg was trashed, and I wondered how the doctors
would ever fix it. This, I was about to find out.
There were 6 major players in this event: my doctor,
who should’ve been nominated for an Oscar; another
very large doctor; orderly #1, who looked like he
swallowed a wrestler; orderly #2, who swallowed an
even bigger wrestler; orderly #3, who looked like The
Terminator; and finally my mangled leg.
My doctor looked up at the two giants holding my
shoulders then executed an academy award-worthy
move that made Jack Nicholson look like an amateur.
“On three,” he said. “One…” CRACK! He pulled and
twisted my foot around so fast I saw stars. I could
only grunt, stunned by the searing pain.

Billy O’s 1967 Red Chevelle

I had plans, and those plans required both legs
working at full capacity, so the first chance I got, I
confronted the doctor. He’d just arrived in my room
with 4 of his buddies. The doctor wouldn’t guarantee
that I’d walk again, but he didn’t rule it out, either.
They ushered my parents into the lobby and prepared
to straighten my leg.
I was ready to start healing, but this “healing”
was probably going to hurt. In fact, that legstraightening remains the most excruciating pain I’ve
ever felt, and it was no small affair. It took 5 very
large men to straighten it out, but for some reason,
absolutely no pain medicine. Some of the details
before and after the straightening are fuzzy, but this
is the gist of how it happened.
Sometime during the course of being hit by that

Bill’s leg after surgery

It was a long, hard road to recovery. I endured 3
major surgeries, missed several weeks of school
and had to cancel my out-of-state freshman year in
college. It took sixteen months of agonizing physical
therapy before I was up and running like normal.
Well, almost like normal. My right leg is still about a
half inch shorter than my left.

“I Consider Myself Lucky Because I Survived” - William Oefelein
I ended up spending my freshman year at The
University of Alaska in Anchorage where, instead of
playing football, I had a third leg surgery.
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Unlike me, the man who ran me over and left me for
dead walked out of the courtroom unassisted. He
served 4 of his 11-year sentence in prison, spending
the last 7 on parole.
After all these years, my Mom still struggles with
what this drunk driver did to her son. When asked
about it, she replies with anguished questions. “How
could someone just leave my son alone in the middle
of the road to die?”

Bill and his brother Randy grew up playing football

A few months after the accident, there was a trial. A
few days into the proceedings, the drunk driver pled
guilty to felony hit-and-run. He asked the court
for leniency. The judge turned to my father. “Sir,”
he said, “what do you think this man’s punishment
should be?”

She explains that when someone leaves your child
to die, cold and alone and in the middle of the road,
it’s hard to forgive them…hard to turn the other
cheek. Though this event still torments her, she takes
comfort in the good deeds of those who stopped to
help. “Thank God for them,” she says. “Ultimately,
they saved his life.”

My father, still furious, didn’t hesitate. “Break his
leg.”
The judge announced that breaking a leg was not a
penalty the court could render. Instead, he sentenced
the man to 11 years, adding that it was the most
punishment allowed by law, and he wished he could
put him away for longer.

Bill was a carrier-based F-18 pilot in the Navy.

Bill on his motorcycle in the Mohave Desert, 2009

As for me, I’ve filed that accident away and moved on.
Though I still bear the scar of my encounter with a
drunk driver, I rarely think about the night someone
ran me over and left me for dead. I consider myself
lucky, because I survived. I got up, and I walked
again. Too many victims of drunk driving are not as
fortunate. Too many pay the ultimate price.
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Horsing Around - Jerk of Steering Wheel Causes Two Deaths,
Five People Seriously Injured and a Five Year Prison Sentence

Kyle Bissonette was 20 years old when he caused a high-speed wreck on September 20, 2008, at about 4:00 pm on the
Parks Highway near Johnson Road in Wasilla. The gruesome head-on car wreck was caused by Bissonette when he
jerked the steering wheel as a 15-year-old girl drove. Nobody walked away from the wreck unhurt.
Bissonette, and Gabby, the 15-year-old girl who drove the Trailblazer, also two 16-year-old passengers Danielle Goguen
and Brandon Crandall were taken to Mat-Su Regional Medical Center. Chelsea Johnston, 16, was also in the Trailblazer.
She was flown to Anchorage where she died two weeks later.
In the Plymouth, Donna Gallant, 19, and her stepfather, were both seriously injured. Gallant was 8 1/2 months pregnant at the time and she lost her baby. She and the baby’s father, Jason Campbell, had planned to name the girl Keira
Campbell-Gallant.
Bissonette wasn’t driving his vehicle. He wasn’t sober enough. Bissonette said they tried to do the right thing by
choosing the most sober person to drive. Bissonette was horsing around in the car and jerked the wheel to the right as
the 15-year-old girl drove the vehicle down the Parks Highway. The girl overcorrected, and that’s when the Trailblazer
collided head-on with a Plymouth Horizon.
Bissonette was charged with two counts of manslaughter - one for the killing of an unborn child, one for the killing of
Chelsea Johnston - four for assault and one each of underage drinking and allowing an unauthorized person to drive.
At the time of his sentencing, Kyle Bissonette was 21 years old. He was sentenced to 5 years in prison. He will be
released in December of 2012. He told us, “I plan on spending some time educating the youth about the dangers of underage drinking and driving. I would like to help the Forget Me Not Mission by bringing awareness about this problem
and I want to tell the teens what happened to me. It could happen to them too!”

New Beginnings

Brandon Crandall gets a hug from his dad Jeff before the start of the
2011 Burchell High School Graduation Ceremony at the Curtis D.
Menard Memorial Sports Center in Wasilla.
Brandon has some advice for other teens.“Stay out of a vehicle if the
driver or anyone else is impaired in any way. Stay at home, or just walk.”
Danielle Goguen, had been fighting cocaine and alcohol addiction at a
drug treatment facility for several months, is now more than five months
clean. “I’ve been through a lot and I still have a ways to go, but I know I
can stay sober and reach my goals now,” said Danielle.
Both Brandon and Danielle are struggling with temporal brain damage
from the accident that killed their friend Chelsea Johnston.
For these two teens, who were involved in the September 2008 vehicle
accident caused by Kyle Bissonette, this graduation ceremony symbolizes
a second chance at a life worth living.

Source: Mat-Su Valley Frontiersman and our interview with Kyle Bissonette in Hudson Correctional Facility in CO on 11/16/2011

“I Should Have Had a Plan”
In high school, having an older
brother meant getting to hang out
with his friends, who do exciting
things. When I was a freshman, it
also meant that I could go places
without the parental leash because
my brother had a truck. So when I
got invited to go to party with my
brother and some of his friends, it
was a no-brainer.
As we arrive, there are
so many people and the smoke is
so thick you can barely see across
the room of the small apartment.
I cling to my brother at first, but
after a couple drinks I sit down with
Heather, she’s a Senior, she’s pretty,
she’s funny and I want her to like me.
We haven’t been talking long when
suddenly one of the guys comes
running through the room yelling,
“Get out! Get out! Leave now! The
cops are coming! Leave!” I should
have had a plan.
It is chaos. I’m pushing
through people trying to find my
brother, but the only thing I find is
drunk people running into each other
trying to squeeze out the only door.
Not sure where I’ll end up, I follow
everyone, asking if anyone knows
where my brother is.
Outside, engines are starting,
tires are spinning dirt, and within
less than 3 minutes the place is
empty. I’m standing outside in total
disbelief that my brother would
leave me! I should have had a plan.
Just then Heather calls for me, “Jenn,
hurry up get in!” She holds the door
to Cory’s compact green Ford pickup open and motions for me to get in.
Not knowing what else to do, I climb
in. There are 6 people in this truck!
Four are across the bench seat and
Heather and I are sitting on top of
the guys.

I’m kind of crouched on some guy’s
lap that I’ve never met. We tear out of
the parking area before any cops show
up and fishtail out onto the Parks
Highway.
“Where are we going?” I
ask, wondering if my brother will be
there.
“There’s another party up
Pittman,” Cory hollers as the wind
from the open window blows through
his sandy-blonde hair.

We speed off down the highway, Cory
hanging one arm out the driver’s side
and the guy I’m sitting on hanging
out the passenger side so that all 6 of
us can fit, and I’m beginning to think
maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.
I should have had a plan. We turn
onto Pittman, a gravel road at that
time, and Cory speeds up. Everyone
starts laughing as he navigates the
tight ‘S’ curves. The speed of the
truck carries it sideways around the
curves, the engine accelerates again.
The front of the truck kisses the ditch
as we slide sideways again; everyone
but me is roaring with laughter. I
should have had a plan.
Suddenly, the front tires catch in the
loose dirt and the back of the truck
spins around, bounces out of the
ditch, and all I can see is dust, gravel,
leaves and a tree trunk.
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When everything has settled, my
head is wedged between the dash and
the windshield and my arm has found
its way outside of the open window
and is touching the side mirror, torn
muscles in my arm and shoulder burn
and ache. I should have had a plan.
Cory laughs nervously as we all pile
out into the bushes and dirt. The
truck is leaking oil. Cory starts the
engine, backs up and pulls back out
onto the road and hollers for everyone
to jump back in. I have no idea what
I am going to do, but I know what I
am NOT going to do. I should have
had a plan. They take off and I am
left standing alongside the road. The
reality of how close I just came to
being seriously injured, or even killed
sets in and I start to shake. I walk for
maybe a mile or so before my brother
comes along and picks me up. For
some reason I trust him to keep me
safe and I get in the truck with him,
although I know that he too has been
drinking.
We should have had a plan.
Later that same year, Cory, Heather
and her unborn baby would die
in a drunk driving crash. It took
police two days to find Heather’s
body because she wasn’t wearing a
seatbelt and was ejected out of the
car. Two other friends would also die
in the same fiery crash. They didn’t
have a plan.
In fact, in every one of my high
school years someone from Wasilla
High School died or was seriously
injured in an alcohol-involved crash.
I was so worried about what Heather
would think of me, I didn’t think
about what could happen to her. Or
me. Make a plan. Save a friend.
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Wrestling Meet Ends In Tragedy
	
  

	
  
Four Anchorage area youths were killed
Friday night, March 6, 1970, in a two-car
head-on collision at Mile 16 on the Glenn
Highway near Eagle River.
Dead on arrival at USAF Hospital at
Elmendorf were Gloria Buenafe, 17, Christine
McDannel, 17, and Cheryl Iverson, 17. All
three were cheerleaders at East High School.
They were returning to Anchorage from a
wrestling match at Chugiak High School in a
car driven by Jon Eric Brewington, 17, a
member of the East High wrestling squad.
Brewington sustained internal injuries and
lacerations in the accident and was listed in
critical condition Saturday at Providence
Hospital.
Killed in the second car, driven by James Lee
Gullard, 19, of Anchorage, was Michael Jack
Cremin, 16, of Eagle River. Cremin died at
the Air Force Hospital early Saturday. He
was a junior at Chugiak High School.
A fourth passenger in the Brewington car,
William Dalton Moores, 16, of Anchorage
suffered a broken leg and facial lacerations.
Michael Scott Smith, 16, a junior at Chugiak
High School, another passenger in the
Gullard car, was listed in serious condition at
Community Hospital on Saturday. The third
passenger in the car was Richard Walter
Burg, 16, of Chugiak, and was still under
observation at Providence Hospital on
Saturday.
State Troopers said the Brewington car was
headed east towards Anchorage and the
Gullard car was headed west. James Lee
Gullard was driving drunk that night. The
accident occurred in the east bound lane of
traffic. The spokesman for the troopers said
both cars went off of the road after impact,
and that this could possibly be the worst auto
accident in Anchorage history.

“The	
  people	
  w ho	
  drive	
  impaired	
  take	
  from	
  us,	
  our	
  most	
  precious	
  resource;	
  our	
  friends	
  and	
  loved	
  ones.”	
  	
  	
  Tom	
  Wellman	
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   How could this happen? It seemed so unfair…Death truly could just reach out and grab us and end it all…we
	
   weren’t invincible after all. And most unfair, the drunk driver who caused the accident did not die; he survived…it
	
   seemed so senseless! We’ve since learned he has continued to drink and now has at least 23 DUI convictions and is
	
   incarcerated in Minnesota, scheduled to be released in August 2012.
	
  
	
   Jim Cooper, October 2011
	
  
	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  
Last year at South Anchorage High School there
	
   was a program to highlight the dangers of drinking
	
   and driving. A simulated car crash was observed by
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   at East High when we had a “real” memorial service.
	
   I felt compelled to relate our class’s experiences to
	
   my current students to impress the seriousness of
	
   the issue. I finished by telling each class that what I
	
   wanted most was for them to never have to go
	
   through what the East High class of ’70 went
	
   through. I was shaken by the intensity of my
	
   emotions forty years later.
	
  
Dennis Arashiro,
	
  
Substitute Teacher South Anchorage High
	
  
	
  
Christine McDannel
	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  
	
  
	
  
Earlier that day in class my conversation with Gloria
	
  
turned to a more serious contemplation about life
after death. And as I think of the whys, my
	
  
recollection of my last conversation with Gloria has
	
  
come full circle. At first it was eerie and I didn’t want
	
  
to share this with just anyone. But I wonder now if
	
  
Gloria had a premonition about her life’s course. I
	
  
for one cannot answer that, but I am grateful that we
	
  
talked, as young as we were, about a deep subject, a
	
  
subject that no 18-year-old should have to worry
	
  
about until many, many years later.
	
  
	
  
Cheryl Iverson
Mary Louise Miner
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
   I had never known what occurred in the process of mourning and I was totally unprepared. I didn’t know that you
	
   hurt physically, that your ribs ached from crying so much… that your insides were tied up in knots so bad you
	
   wanted to throw up. That you couldn’t think, couldn’t concentrate, and couldn’t seem to move on. I lost my dreams
	
   that day. I suddenly didn’t care about college. I didn’t care about much of anything. The young man who killed
	
   Chris, Gloria and Cheryl had also destroyed a part of my life, but I never knew quite how to fix it. And I will miss
my friend to the day I die.
	
  
	
  
Mary Stephens Silver
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It is funny how there are a small handful of
events that you remember exactly where you
were when you heard the news: John F
Kennedy’s death, 9/11 and just as striking in my
memory is finding out our friends were killed by
a drunk driver during the spring of our senior
year.
The people who drive impaired take from us our
most precious resource: our friends and loved
ones. I wish as they got behind the wheel they
could feel the crushing sadness that many of us
have felt as the result of their decisions. Maybe,
just maybe they would call a cab instead.
Tom Wellman

	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  
	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  

Friday night and Gloria didn’t show up. She was
supposed to spend the night with me. We were
taking our SAT test early the next morning. Oh
well, I‘d bug her in the morning.

Gloria Buenafe

I arrived early at the test site. I remember slowly
becoming aware. I heard this horrible buzz of
disjointed words, “…dead…Cheerleaders…3 of
them…Chris…Cheryl…car crash…drunk
driver…Chugiak boy dead…then…Gloria….
I don’t remember too much after I heard Gloria’s
name…I know I leaned against the wall and
cried.
Cheryl Chesnut

Four white, wooden crosses stand near the Glenn Highway By-pass in memorial to four high school
students who were killed at the site in an automobile collision Friday night March 6, 1970. Killed in
the crash was Michael Jack Cremin, 16, Gloria Buenafe, 17, Cheryl Iverson, 17, and Christine
McDannel, 17. The crosses, which were one mile northeast of a turnoff to Eagle River, were erected
by an unknown person.

	
  
These four white crosses stood for many years as a constant reminder to not drive impaired.

	
  

Crash Survivor Dies in Hit-Run
Jon Eric Brewington, who 10 years ago survived
Anchorage’s worst automobile accident, died
Thursday, March 13, 1980, the victim of a hit-andrun driver.
Brewington, 27, who was living with his parents,
Hugh and Peggy Brewington, had returned to
Anchorage in January after spending two years in
France as a Mormon Missionary. Born in San
Francisco on September 9, 1952, Jon had lived in
Anchorage since 1959.
On Wednesday evening, March 12, 1980, Jon was
walking on the south side of Northern Lights Blvd.
near Lovejoy Street when an eastbound vehicle struck
him. Paramedics transported him to Providence
Hospital, where he underwent repeated surgery for
extensive injuries. A fitness enthusiast, he walked
everywhere he went. “He always wanted to keep in
shape,” his uncle said.
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On March 6, 1970, he was driving home with three
cheerleaders, Cheryl Iverson, Christine McDannel
and Gloria Buenafe, and another friend William
Dalton Moores, after a meet at Chugiak High School.
An oncoming vehicle, driven by James Lee Gullard,
swerved into his lane on the Glenn Highway near
Eagle River. Gullard was carrying three passengers,
Michael Jack Cremin, Michael Schott Smith and
Richard Walter Burg.
The three cheerleaders all 17, and Cremin, 18, were
killed. Brewington, Moores, Smith and Burg were
hospitalized.
	
  
Gullard was later convicted of one count of
involuntary manslaughter and sentenced to 10 years
in prison.
	
  

Police were seeking a yellow pickup with a white shell
that was seen the area at the time Jon was hit.
Witnesses got a partial plate number. The vehicle
was never found.
In 1969 Jon won second place in the 115-place class at
the state wrestling tournament. He was on the East
Anchorage High School wrestling team for three
years and was a contender for the championship in his
graduating year, 1970.

Source: The Anchorage Times, March 16, 1980

Jon Eric Brewington

	
  

James	
  L.	
  Gullard	
  
February	
  14,	
  1951	
  –	
  February	
  20.	
  2013	
  
Died	
  in	
  his	
  home	
  in	
  Hitterdal	
  MN	
  

	
  
James	
  had	
  been	
  released	
  from	
  
Minnesota	
  Correctional	
  Facility	
  at	
  Lino	
  	
  
Lakes	
  on	
  August	
  30,	
  2012	
  for	
  First	
  Degree	
  	
  
DWI	
  Felony,	
  the	
  latest	
  of	
  his	
  23	
  DUI	
  Convictions.	
  

Almost exactly 10 years earlier, Jon survived the worst auto accident in Anchorage history,
the day James Lee Gullard drove impaired and killed 4 youths in 1970 in Eagle River AK.
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Mother Knows Best - Sometimes
My parents didn’t like me going to
parties. My mom and I had several
“talks” about drinking, drugs and
of course sex. A lot of what she
said made a lot of sense, but I still
wanted to be with my friends and I
figured I could handle the drinking,
drugs and sex part.
My friend’s parents were out of
town, so I told my folks I was
spending the night and that “yes”
the parents would be there. I knew
they trusted me and wouldn’t call.

Well, I was really upset with my
mom because she wouldn’t let me
spend the night at my friend’s house
anymore. I’ve spent the night with
my best friend for over 4 years. My
name is K and I live in Anchorage..
It all started a few months ago
when I asked if I could spend the
night when I turned 14 and we would
have a party over there. Mom said
no. So I asked my dad and he said
no too. So of course I asked why?
They didn’t give me any good answers
but they did say no, not anymore.
I heard my dad tell my mom later
when they thought I was outside
that maybe they should tell me. Tell
me what? I kept listening but they
started watching the TV. So I started to listen every chance I get but
they didn’t say any more about it.
I asked my best friend if she knew
why and she didn’t know either.
I then asked my mom if my best
friend could spend the night with me
and mom said yes! So I figured out
that they didn’t want me to go over
to my friends house, but it was ok
for her to come to my house. Why?
My friend asked her mom if she
knew why my mom said no to me
spending the night there again and
she said she didn’t know. So then I
asked my older brother if he knew

why I couldn’t spend the night at my
friend’s house anymore and he said my
friend’s mom drank too much. Well
I had seen her with a beer once, but
she wasn’t passed out or anything.
So I asked my mom again and I told
her I had figured out why she didn’t
want me to spend the night at my
friends anymore. She asked what I
had figured out. So I told her it must
be because I had seen her mother
drink a beer. My mom said yes, that
she didn’t want me around someone
that drinks a lot. She also told me that
my friend’s mom had gotten a DUI.
So we talked about drinking and
DUI’s and my dad said that my
friend could stay the night any time
she wanted and that he would drive
us to soccer practice from now on.
Now I am not upset with my
mom anymore. I feel bad for my
friend. She says she didn’t know
that her mom had gotten a DUI.

The small party we planned quickly
grew to about 75 kids. We ended
up mixing tons of hard alcohol.
I threw up all over the place and
on myself. Ran around the house
naked, slammed my friend in a
door cause I was mad and gave her
a huge bruise, was taken advantage of by a guy. A ton of people
showed up and there was a fight
and we almost had to call an ambulance. The police showed up and
a guy was arrested. I woke up the
next morning naked and my body
drawn on and no memory of the
night before. My friend told me that
I passed out and was foaming at the
mouth. The house was a disaster.
I’ve never been so embarrassed and
I don’t even remember it.
I was such an idiot. I couldn’t
believe what went down the night
before. I was totally down on myself. I felt wrong for being so crazy,
hurting my friend, and being taken
advantage of.
I always will have regret for the
night that I don’t even remember.
I sure learned a lesson and realized
my mom was right about alcohol
making more problems for myself and causing emotional damage. Most of my regrets in life lie
around alcohol. A lesson learned
the hard way.
RL in Alaska

Police Beat - Underage DUI’s
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Any charges reported in these press releases are merely accusations and the
defendants are presumed innocent unless and until proven guilty.

Feb. 23, 4:58 p.m., 49th State St. and Palmer-Wasilla Hwy.: J. G., 18, of
Palmer, was stopped on a complaint from the public. Charges: DUI,
marijuana possession. Bail: $500.
Feb. 18, 3:55 a.m., Edelweiss Dr.: J. C., 20, was allegedly found having
driven off the road, slumped behind the wheel. Charge: DUI. Bail: $500.
R.L.I., 20, of North Pole, was charged with DUI after allegedly backing
into a taxi cab about 2:30 a.m. Saturday outside Kodiak Jack’s Rodeo Bar.
R.L.I. failed field sobriety tests and registered a breath-alcohol content
of 0.109, police said.
J. K., 20, of Fairbanks, was charged with DUI after allegedly driving into
a ditch Sunday on the Old Richardson Highway near Loomis Drive.
K. told North Pole police she had two beers before driving. She failed
field sobriety tests and refused to take a chemical alcohol test, police said.
She also was charged with resisting arrest for allegedly becoming
combative when police arrested her
L. J. H., 19, of Fairbanks, was charged with DUI for allegedly driving
after drinking alcohol and smoking marijuana Sunday on the University
of Alaska Fairbanks campus. H. was stopped for driving 49 mph in a 40
mph zone, university police said. He registered a breath-alcohol content
of 0.141 and had marijuana and a pipe with him, police said.
On 03/10/12, at approximately 0159 hours, troopers responded to a
large party at a residence in North Pole. C.R.K., age 20, of North Pole
was contacted leaving the party in his 1998 GMC. C. was
issued a summons to appear in court on the offenses of Minor Operating
Vehicle After Consuming Alcohol and Minor Consuming. C. was also
issued a Driver’s License Revocation before being released on scene.
On 3/29/2012, at approximately 0445 hours, AST responded to a residence near Tok for a report of a disturbance. Upon arrival AST contacted J.T., age 18 of Fairbanks. Investigation revealed that J.T. was under
the age of 21, and under the influence of alcohol at the time of contact.
He was issued a summons for the charge of minor consuming with a
mandatory court appearance pending.
On 4/30/2011 at approximately 0114 hours, AST contacted seven juveniles at a party on North Shore campground in Big Lake. Investigation
revealed seven of the juveniles to be under the influence of alcohol. All
seven were issued citations for Minor Consuming Alcohol with a court
date and released. The juvenile’s parents were also contacted.
2/23/2012 at 4:58p.m., 49th State St. and Palmer Wasilla Hwy. J.G., 18,
of Palmer was stopped on a complaint from a REDDI report. Charges:
DUI, marijuana possession. Bail: $500.

B.A.H, 18, of Fairbanks, was charged with fourthdegree felony drugs misconduct for allegedly
having a small amount of marijuana in a vehicle
parked at West Valley High School on Feb. 9. A
school resource officer asked for a search of H.
vehicle after he saw a beer can through the window. Inside were three cans of beer, 0.40 gram of
marijuana in a sandwich bag, a glass pipe and an
empty Marlboro cigarette box.
3/10/2012 at approximately 0232 hours, AST
responded to an intoxicated female trying to enter
a residence and a vehicle in the ditch near North
Pole. The girl was identified as 15-year-old S.S.
and was suffering from cold weather injuries and
was intoxicated. S.S. was issued a summons for
habitual MCA and Minor Operating Vehicle After
Consuming Alcohol and transported to Fairbanks
Memorial Hospital for her injuries.
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An Avoidable Disaster

I am a 17- year-old male, but I was 11 when, on the 4th of
July in 2005, I was with my family returning from Hatcher Pass.
My stepfather decided we should stop at Gorilla fireworks. My
stepfather was driving, and then there was my mom, two sisters,
and my 1- year-old brother in the car. We turned left into the parking lot just as a car came over the hill at a high rate of speed and
crashed into the rear of our car in the passenger side.
I was thrown out the back window and landed face first on
the road. When I came to, I was screaming in fear and pain. My
sister had a broken nose; my stepfather suffered whiplash; my little
1-year-old brother had glass embedded in his badly injured leg and
almost lost it. He now has a 6-inch scar. My mom and other sister
were shaken, but uninjured.
While we were waiting for the police and emergency responders a lady stopped and acted sort of as a flag person to prevent
other drivers from hitting our car. I woke up briefly just before the
ambulance arrived. We were all taken to the hospital for examination and treatment.
It was later determined that the other driver was a teen who
had only been driving for six months. He was driving impaired
and speeding. I’m glad for the opportunity to tell his story, so
perhaps other teens can learn from it. I don’t think teens have the
maturity to understand the potential consequences of drinking
and driving.
Submitted by Mark in Wasilla
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The Unbelievable Truths About Being a Teenager
You are trying to be an individual, your own person. You’re totally psyched one minute, and in major trauma the next. It’s
definitely a tough time. Your parents want to protect you. You friends want to influence you. You’re still trying to decide
what you want.
So many choices! And to top it off, there’s all this pressure about alcohol. Sure, giving in to pressure is easier than taking
a stand. This is the first time in your life that you get to make your own decisions, and be your own person. And what do
you want the most? To fit in with the crowd! Right?
It doesn’t matter where you live, how much money you have, or even your skin color. Every teen goes through the same
teenage stuff. Technology may change the world, but for some things, time stands still. This may blow your mind, but your
mom and dad had to wade through the same stuff to get to adulthood.

You don’t need alcohol to be amazing!
It may look like you have to
drink to be popular, but think
about it. Drinking gives you
bad breath, makes your face
puffy, your stomach bloated
and gives you zits. How’s that
going to get you a date or make
people like you?

Don’t be influenced by others!

It’s tough being your age. It’s tough being a teen! There’s serious pressure to do the right thing. But it’s your chance

It doesn’t solve your problems.
Drinking just makes new problems. Duh! Like that’s what you need.

to be your own person. Don’t be pressured into drinking.
postpone them.

You want to chill with your friends. You
may want to loosen up. But alcohol is
NOT liquid courage. You could end up
making a fool of yourself and doing something you’ll regret. Your eyesight’s blurry.
Your judgment is blurry too. Drinking
doesn’t turn you into a stud. Be yourself. If the girls don’t respond, it’s their loss.
Alcohol can do major damage to your
body. We’re talking stomach problems,
memory loss, sexual impotence, and liver
damage to name a few. Alcohol has empty
gut-causing calories. Ever heard of beer
belly? Not attractive!

Girls

Guys

It doesn’t even

Maybe you’re shy and think alcohol will
make you cool. Or you think a good time
means drinking.
Alcohol robs you of your ability to think
or react. When you can’t think clearly, it’s
easier for a guy to force you to have sex.
Lots of guys say if a girl is drunk, it’s her
fault if she gets raped.
Did you know one study of teens
showed that almost half had been drinking and/or using drugs before engaging in
sex that resulted in an unintended
pregnancy?

Control is the first thing you lose when you drink!

Source: MEDIAK

Alaskan Teen Mini Stories

31

I got a DUI a couple of years ago and I didn’t really think it was a big deal. I was almost home and I hadn’t
killed anyone. But when I got my second DUI, it made me think about what if I had killed someone. So
now I still drink but only drink at home. Bob
My mom and dad had a scare one night when the
cops showed up at the house next door. They thought
the cops were coming to our house. I was out for the
night at a party and they thought that I might have
been hurt or something. They were so sad to find out
that the boy who lived next door had been killed by a
drunk driver that night. I didn’t know him very well
as he was several years younger than me. But I had
seen him playing ball with his dog a few days earlier.
Drunk Driving is such a stupid thing to do! I get mad
when I hear about someone being killed by a drunk
driver. I will never drink and drive, even when I’m
over 21 years old. Teen in Alaska

I was a big time partier and always got drunk at
parties. We would drink to see who could still be
standing at the end of the night. We had a couple
of houses to go to for parties. The parents didn’t
care if we drank and passed out there, because at
least we weren’t out on the streets. But one night
a good friend of mine died from alcohol poisoning
and I got scared that it could happen to me! So I
cut down on drinking and didn’t go to any parties
for awhile, but then I really wanted to party with
my friends again, so started going to parties again.
I didn’t drink as much though. So I did learn a
valuable lesson and my friends and I have made a
pact to stick together when we drink and take care
of each other. Plus we won’t binge drink or play
any drinking games because you forget how much
you’ve had. We are careful drinkers now. I hope
other teens will read this and cut down on drinking
too. Alaskan Teen

My mother called me to come pick her up from a
bar in town. I was 15 and didn’t have my license
yet, but I got the key to my dad’s car (he was out
of town) and went to get her. At least she didn’t
drive home drunk.
Kenai teen

I smelled alcohol on some kids in my class at school.
My mom said I should have told the teacher or an
adult, but I didn’t. I hate to rat on people.
Fairbanks Teen

What do you do when your older sister sneaks back
into the house late at night and she is drunk? I
didn’t tell my mom but should I have? This wasn’t
the first time either. She got grounded once and
told mom she would never do it again. But she
has. I bothers me that she drives home drunk.
I’ve been hearing a lot lately about drunk drivers
killing people. I don’t want that to happen to my
sister.
Juneau teen
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Underage Drinking Leads To Deaths

Alcohol Causes Death to Unalakleet 20-year-Old
On June 2, 2011, a young man was reported dead at 5 a.m.
from what was deemed a “suspicious” death after fighting
occurred. Timothy Nickoki was a 20-year-old Alaskan
resident whose death would later be classified as a homicide.
Approximately 10 people were at the residence the night
that Timothy was killed and they all ranged from 15 to 22
years old. “With young people under the influence of alcohol, a lot of times they might not even realize what they’re
fighting about,” detective Markiewicz said. Nickoli had
previously had four other accounts of drinking as a minor
on his record. The day before his death he had arrived in
Anchorage and had stated on Facebook that he was ready to
party.

Drinking and Driving, Never a Good Combination
In Anchorage, a teen was pronounced dead after an
alcohol related accident at approximately 4 a.m. on a
Saturday morning. The 22-year-old driver failed to make
a curve while driving a 1996 Ford Probe at high speeds
on Rabbit Creek Road near Bay View Drive. The two
passengers were not wearing seat belts and were both
thrown from the rolling vehicle. One of the passengers,
a 17-year-old boy, was pronounced dead at the scene,
while the other passenger, a girl, suffered serious, but not
life threatening injuries. Neither of the survivors would
tell the police the location of the underage drinking
party they had come from.
Drunken Driver Trying To Scare Man Strikes Boy

Homer Man Gets 12 Years For DUI Crash
Nick Thurmond, 20, of Anchor Point, crossed the centerline
near Girdwood and struck a vacationing couple’s Ford Focus
head-on with his GMC truck.
Thurmond was sentenced to 12 years for causing the September 25, 2005 three-vehicle accident that killed Lawrence,
58, and Sue Kosco, of Monroeville, Pennsylvania. The
Kosco’s died at the scene.

After leaving a party in the Western Alaska village of Emmonak, where about three gallons of homebrew alcohol
were consumed, 20-year-old L.Y. alledgely hopped on a red
Honda ATV, and headed down Delta Street when she saw
a man with whom she was angry and drove at him. She
said she wanted to scare the man, but instead she hit a boy
walking on the other side of the road, injuring his legs.
She continued driving and later turned herself in to the
Emmonak Police. She faces charges of felony assault and
misdemeanor drunken driving and leaving the scene of an
accident. Her court record shows a string of four citations
for underage drinking in the last two years.

According to Trooper reports, at about 9:30 a.m. on September 25, Thurmond was driving north, at mile 88.5 of the
Seward Highway. A 1991 Dodge behind the Ford driven by
the Kosco’s, hit Thurmond’s truck also.
Thurmond pleaded no contest to DUI and misconduct involving a controlled substance. Assistant District Attorney
Sharon Marshall prosecuted the case and said, “It reaffirms
society’s evaluation that we need to address driving while
intoxicated on our roads as a serious issue.”
Source: Fairbanks News Miner, Anchorage Daily News, KTUU, Homer Tribune, Peninsula Clarion
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MADD Fairbanks .... committed to preventing underage drinking.
Check out MADD’s Power of Parents Program at thepowerofparents.org
!
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Mom charged over teen party, son dies

A woman who had brought seven of her son’s friends to her cabin located off of Point McKenzie Road for a
birthday party has been charged with seven counts of furnishing alcohol to minors and 16 counts of
contributing to the delinquency of a minor. Amy Thompson, 35, says that she allowed the teenagers at the
party to drink a couple of Mike’s Hard Lemonades, which were at the cabin when she got there. She estimates
that they drank about 24 of them. She also said she smoked marijuana with them and that there was whiskey
and vodka in the freezer. Thompson claims that she told the parents of the friends invited to the party that
they would be drinking and that the parents were all fine with that. She was planning to drive them all home
the next day.
After they partied, they all went to sleep. The next morning the teens wanted to drive to the local Point
McKenzie General Store to get sodas. Thompson originally said she hid the keys from the kids and didn’t
know how they got them but later admitted that she held the car keys in her hand telling her son he shouldn’t
drive, but he took the keys from her anyway and they all got in the van.
On August 4, 2010, around 10:30 a.m. on Cameo Drive, the teenager driving the minivan loaded with eight of
his friends lost control on the muddy rain-soaked dirt road. The vehicle came to a curve, lost control, and
rolled multiple times. The driver, 15-year-old Rowdy J. Taber, and another youth were partially ejected. None
of the youths, ages 14 to 16, were wearing seat belts. CPR was performed on Taber by his friend while
emergency personnel responded. “I will never forget performing CPR on my best friend while my other best
friend was pinned by the vehicle”. The youths were longtime friends who attended elementary and middle
school together. The other teen was extricated from the wreckage and taken to Mat-Su Regional Medical
Center along with six others who were treated for non-life threatening injuries. Taber died at the scene. Amy
Thompson had arrived on scene before the troopers did.
There were obviously some bad choices made. They think they are invincible at 15, 16. Road conditions may
have played a role in the crash. Excessive speed for conditions was probably a contributing factor, along with
the muddy dirt road. Authorities were not sure what qualifications, if any, Taber had to drive.
The pictures below were blurred on purpose; to show what the teens see when they have been drinking.
Source: Anchorage Daily News, Mat-Su Valley Frontiersman

Thompson claims that she told the parents of the teen friends invited to the party that they
would be drinking and the parents were all fine with that.

	
  Holding	
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What is Social Host?
Social host refers to adults who host parties where alcohol is served on property they control. Through social host
liability laws, adults can be held responsible for these parties if underage people are served, regardless of who furnishes
the alcohol. Teen parties are a primary setting for underage drinking for high school and college students and high
consumption of alcohol and binge drinking.

Underage drinking is not just a youth problem.

It is also very much an adult
problem. With adults who purchase alcohol for those under age 21; look the other way when teens talk about their
drinking exploits; and host teenage drinking parties in their homes, many communities struggle to prevent underage
drinking.
Holding adults responsible for underage drinking parties is a pro-active step for concerned communities but can be
difficult. Law enforcement officials are typically not able to determine who provided the alcohol when they arrive on
the scene of a teenage drinking party.
Therefore, laws that prohibit furnishing alcohol to youth under 21 years old can be hard to enforce. Social host
ordinances give communities a practical tool for holding adults accountable. These laws allow law enforcement to cite
the individual who hosted the underage drinking party on their property.
More than 150 cities or counties and 24 states have adopted social host ordinances.
States with this law:
Alabama, Alaska, Arizona, Hawaii, Illinois, Washington, Oregon, Wyoming, Oklahoma, Kansas, Missouri, Wisconsin,
Michigan, Florida, South Carolina, Ohio, Maryland, Pennsylvania, New Jersey, Connecticut, Rhode Island,
Massachusetts, New Hampshire, Maine
States without this law: California, Nevada, Idaho, Utah, Colorado, New Mexico, Texas, Montana, North
Dakota, South Dakota, Nebraska, Louisiana, Arkansas, Mississippi, Iowa, Minnesota, Indiana, Kentucky, Tennessee,
Georgia, North Carolina, Virginia, West Virginia, New York, Vermont, District of Columbia, Delaware
What do you suppose is the most common setting for drinking among high school seniors? It’s a private home. All too
often, home is also a teen’s source for alcohol. A recent study of teenagers between 13 and 18, conducted by the
American Medical Association (AMA) showed that:
2 out of 3 teens said it was easy to get alcohol
1 in 3 said it was easy to get alcohol from their own consenting parents
2 out of 5 said it was easy to get alcohol from a friend’s parents
1 in 4 said they’d attended a party where under 21’s were drinking in front of parents

The Seward Prevention Coalition

Underage drinking is illegal and “supervising” it doesn’t make it right!
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Forget Me Not Mission Outreach Program

The Forget Me Not Mission has started an Outreach Program in communities across Alaska to get the Alcohol
Awareness presentations before the teens and/or the general public. We will send you a video to show, some cool
handouts and some Soul Shaking Grief Teen Edition books to pass out. We’ll also include some information about
how other communities have created their own Alcohol Awareness presentations and then you can plan yours!
Take a look at what Seward High and Valdez Middle/High School has done this 2012-2013 school year.
Please let us know if your Middle or High School wants to participate in an Outreach Program.
Call us at: 907-978-7809 or email us at: stopdui@forgetmenotmission.com

Seward High School 2012-2013

Kathy Sandoval and Bruce Knofel (top of stairway in blue shirts) spearheaded
the Alcohol Awareness Presentation at Seward High School on November 15,
2012. Over 100 students (out of 175) signed the Forget Me Not Pledge to not
drink and drive or enter a vehicle with a drunk driver. If you look close you
can see some of the students holding their copy of Soul Shaking Grief Teen
Edition book. “Overall, I think it was a success and probably contributed to
saving some lives down the road.” Kathy Sandoval
“Thank you Bruce and Kathy for being the 1st school to participate in our
Forget Me Not Mission Outreach Program.” Royal & Nancy Bidwell

Drunk driving is ALWAYS a CHOICE. It is NEVER an accident, it is NEVER a mistake, it is always, always, always, a conscious choice. Before that first sip passes their lips, a person has a responsibility to
arrange for a safe way home and to do otherwise puts lives at risk.
This CONSCIOUS CHOICE is a decision to put one’s own life and the lives of others at risk.

Valdez Youth Coalition
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Wyatt Duncan, Colleen Murphu, Millie Snelders, Officer Aaron Baczuk, Emily Doyel and Caleb Fickes
Laurie Prax of KVAK Radio in Valdez picked up a Free copy of the Soul Shaking Grief
Teen Edition book, while in Anchorage at Title Wave books. She knew there was a
drinking problem in Valdez among the underage youth and she wanted to help solve
that problem. She contacted the Forget Me Not Mission and learned about and joined
the Outreach Program. We sent her two large boxes of books, videos and handouts for
the students and she set up the presentation at Valdez High School. The students really
responded and even started the Valdez Youth Coalition as a result of joining forces with
the Forget Me Not Mission. That prompted them to do radio spots and create their own
videos and presentations.
“We are so proud of the youth of Valdez!” Nancy Bidwell

The Valdez Youth Coalition is a small group of students who have produced drug and alcohol awareness radio
spots and worked with Gilson Middle School to develop a 40 minute presentation for 6th, 7th and 8th grade
students. Videos of two Valdez High School graduates were a part of the presentation. The group held a public
viewing of the presentation, but has the two main videos online for those interested in watching.
The Valdez Youth Coalition received support from the Valdez Elks Lodge to put on a “Minute to Win it” event
for Middle and High School students during Frosty Fever, and has been awarded a United Way grant to
continue educational pursuits.
Link to Kelly Allen’s video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5XLdc9jpUUk
Link to Hannah Norris video: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bfMpNIYghHA&feature=player_embedded

Kelly Allen telling her story.

Members of the Valdez Youth Coalition serving
ice cream at the Winter Carnival.
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Trenton Kyle Crowell

9

June 4, 1978- October 26, 2009

When Trenton entered middle school, he began
experimenting with drugs, mainly marijuana, to
begin with. The first time I found it in his room,
he was just leaving for a hockey trip to Anchorage. I was mortified. I called his coach and said
I did not want him to go. His coach said, “Can’t
you find some other way to punish him?” I went
and got him. The next time I found marijuana,
I took Trenton to CICADA for counseling. His
counselor was new, fresh out of college, no drug
experience of her own. . She kicked Trenton out,
because he said he was not going to stop smoking
pot. Trenton told me if I ever tried to put him
in rehab, he would leave and I would never see
him again. I believed him. He also came home
extremely drunk, and throwing up.
I should have taken him to the hospital, but didn’t
realize how serious it was. I was very lucky he
didn’t die from alcohol poisoning that night.
Trenton was very well liked. He developed a
sense of humor, and entertained his, and his
brothers friends. I would find them laughing so
hard, holding their stomachs and rolling on the
floor. He was very active in sports, played baseball all thru school, and always made the All Star
teams. He played hockey for KPHA and made the
competition teams, also playing for high school.
His freshman year at Skyview High School he
played on the varsity team. Marijuana very
quickly became boring. He moved on to bigger
and better drugs. He didn’t like to drink alcohol,
because it made him want “more” of a high. His
drug of choice became Cocaine for many years.
Trenton had friends that used, and he had many
friends that did not.
Trenton’s father and I divorced his senior year.

After graduating from Soldotna High School, Trenton enlisted in the U.S.
Army. He completed his first full term of service, and reenlisted. He served
in Germany, Turkey and Kuwait. He received the Army Achievement Medal,
Army Good Conduct Medal, Armed Forces Expeditionary Medal, Army Service Ribbon, Overseas Service Ribbon, Expert Marksmanship Qualification
Badge with Rifle Bar and Expert Marksmanship Qualification Badge with
Grenade Bar. Trenton was honorably discharged in 2001. He continued his
drug use thru this time. Trenton then went to work for drilling companies
on the slope. He started as Roustabout/Floorhand, working his way up to
Driller from 2001 to 2009.
He continued his use of drugs, and always managed to pass the
UA’s. He knew every trick there was to pass, or, if he didn’t think
he would pass the test, he made up an excuse not to go to work.
The guys he worked with all liked him, because of his great personality.
I would find Trenton so high he couldn’t walk, talk, or even hold
his head up. We talked numerous times about his addiction. He always told me he could stop if he wanted to. When his grandmother was here visiting, and saw him high, she told him she would
give her life for him to be clean. He said, “Don’t worry, Grandma
you don‘t have to do that, I can do it on my own.“
He would get clean for weeks, even months, and then all of a sudden, off he would go again and get high. Then there were times
he would come to me crying, saying he needed help. By the time
we would get finished filling out the paperwork to admit him to
rehab, he would change his mind. His sister made arrangements at
a Veteran’s hospital, and he said no.

“Trenton died in his bedroom from an overdose of Heroin”

“He always told me he could stop if he wanted to.”
I ask Trenton what made him use, when
he had been clean for a period of time.
He said, “Mom, you get the craving,
and you tell yourself no, don’t do it…..
you’re going to embarrass yourself, your
friends and your family, don’t do it! And,
without even realizing it, you’re doing
it.” The addiction takes over your mind.
I know some of the dealers that Trenton
would buy from and called and gave the
names to the police. I would see some
of them and they would say “Hi, how’s
Trenton?” When in reality, they had just
sold to him.
Trenton used prescription pills along
with the other drugs. He even had a
Soldotna doctor meet him at the back
door of his clinic to give Trenton some
pills. He had arthritis, so had easy access
to pain pills. He became addicted to
Heroin. He told me there were times he
would be snorting and shooting up at the
same time. He overdosed many times,
but always had someone there that would
get him up and moving, or take him to
the hospital. Several times he was taken
from the Anchorage airport because he
would be passed out. The last time he
did that he was arrested because he had
paraphernalia on him. He lost his job,
but his attorney got all charges dropped.
They would not hire him back on the
slope. People told me to use tough love.
I couldn’t do it. I could not stand the
thought of my son dying, being cold or
hungry, or lying in a ditch somewhere.
He told me he could not stay here, because he knew as long as he was in Kenai
or Soldotna, he would be high.

I bought him a one way ticket to
Longview Washington to stay with his
father. Trenton had worked for years, and
didn’t have a dime. Little did I know that
Longview is one of the easiest places to
get Heroin.
Once again, Trenton’s sister made arrangements for him to go to Oregon to
the Veteran’s hospital for rehab. He could
stay as long as needed, at no charge and
they would train him for a job. He said
okay. His father drove him there, and
when he was checking into the hospital,
they told him he needed to be there six
months to a year. Trenton said no.
It wasn’t long until he met up with
former classmates that were living in the
Seattle area. He used, then he would be
clean for a couple weeks, or a month.
My husband and I visited Trenton on
October 13th. He looked good and had
been clean for a month.
October 26th 2009, Trenton died from
an overdose of Heroin in his bedroom.
His girlfriend was there, but thought
he was asleep. She was high too. Trenton has five nieces that adored him. He
loved to play with them, bring them “Bug
Juice”, and do the “Wiggle Walk” (a little
thing he made up to do with them). They
now have no Uncle TT. There is a little
nephew that never got to meet him. And,
he has a brother and sister, that no longer
have their brother. I no longer have my
son.

“I would find Trenton so high he couldn’t walk, talk, or hold his head up.”
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“The addiction takes over your mind”

Not a day goes by, that I don’t ask myself
if I could have saved Trenton from this
horrible addiction, if I had been harder
on him. Trenton tried to fight it,
but the drugs are stronger than people
can imagine. The addiction won Trenton’s battle. There is not a minute in the
day that I don’t think about my son. His
sister misses his phone calls and visits.
The pain doesn’t stop. We say crying is
just a daily thing.
I never in my wildest dreams, thought I
would write a letter giving my permission to cremate my son.

My son died from an overdose of Heroin
when he was 31 years old.

My son died from an overdose of Heroin
when he was 31 years old.
Trenton is my middle child, he has a
brother, three years older, and a sister
2 years younger. He was very shy as
a child, and very selective on who his
friends were.
Marijuana seems like such a harmless
drug, such a harmless “high”. Well,
it doesn’t take long until that “high”
isn’t enough. You will start looking for
something better, something to take you
a little higher. Before you know it, you
are hooked, addicted, you can’t just “quit”
like you thought you could. The drugs
take over your brain. Many drugs you
take once, and you are addicted. My son
was very “normal”, all his life. He did
things everybody else did, riding bikes,
skate boarding, roller blading, sports,
dates, military, jobs, and had a lot of
friends. At a high school hockey game
when Trenton scored a goal, some kids
setting in front of me said “Can you
imagine how good Trenton would be if
he wasn’t high all the time?”

At Trenton’s Celebration of Life, we
ask for donations instead of flowers, to
be given to the DARE program. We
used that money to donate a bike for a
special award. We donated money for
a bike the next year, too. This bike is to
make the students think about where it
came from….why it was donated. It is
in memory of my son, who had so much
potential, who was loved by so many,
and who threw his life away, with drugs.
So you see, just drinking a little, or just
trying marijuana, or any other drug, is
the first step to becoming an alcoholic,
or drug addict. Once you start, it is
very hard, or…impossible to quit. It
may be your first step to the end of
your life.
Trenton, you are loved by so many, so
much more than you could ever imagine.
By: Pat Rhodes

“Once you start, it is very hard or impossible to quit”

“Trenton had so much potential and he threw his life away with drugs”
Trenton was my partner in crime growing
up. I think we would sit around and think
of things to do to get under my parents skin.
We spent our formative years playing around
the house, whether it was wiffle ball in the
yard, hunting rabbits, riding snowmachines,
or playing baseball, we were always doing
something. We spent a lot of time playing
hockey on the pond and Trenton grew up to
be a very good hockey player.
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My brother proudly served his country as a mechanic in the Army. He spent time
in South Carolina, Germany, Turkey, and Kuwait. He wasn’t a huge fan of serving
overseas but he completed his enlistment. Trenton loved being a Roughneck on the
drilling rigs, unless that meant working in Prudhoe Bay. He absolutely hated the cold
weather. Trenton was an extremely hard worker; in fact, I have never met anyone
that had anything negative to say about his work ethic.
I would guess that Trenton has seen and done things that most of us couldn’t imagine.
He told me that one time while he was on R&R in Germany he got jumped by 3
skinheads…they beat him up and stole his wallet. When Trenton told me that story,
he laughed the entire time. I couldn’t quite figure out why it was so funny…
Trenton was probably the wittiest person I know. He taught his nieces to call him
“Uncle Tea Bags” much to the dismay of Maggie, Jared, Wendy and I. When it
came to electronics Trenton was always tinkering with something. He would take
apart his stereo and put it back together just because he was curious of what made it
work.
I wasn’t always the best big brother. I think Trenton and I fought more than we got
along as kids. Trenton was a freshman when I was a senior. So he had to deal with
not only being a freshman but also his jerk brother and his jerk brother’s jerk friends
all the time. Trenton won most of my friends over once high school hockey started.
As a freshman he impressed them with his skill and heart.
I can’t imagine what it’s like to lose one of your children and I hope I never have to
experience it. Mom and Dad, please do not question anything you ever did in raising
Trenton. You were and still are wonderful parents. I love you Trenton.
From your brother,
Jason

My brother passed away from a drug overdose. There are no words to describe how
much pain that caused me and my family. He never got to meet my son. I thought
that he would be the one to teach him to play hockey. I told him one time that my
biggest fear was taking my kids to his funeral. That fear came true. I would give
anything for Trenton to show up at my house right at bed time and get my kids all
riled up. I would give anything for Trenton to call me and ask “what’s for dinner.” I
would give anything to have to buy him groceries again. I would give anything for
him to show up just to talk with my husband and I to tell us his crazy stories. I would
give anything to have him back in my life. Trenton told me that he didn’t want me,
our mom and our grandma to cry over him anymore. This is the most I have cried in
my life. I know that if we could rewind life he wouldn’t have done the drugs that he
chose to do that night, but we can’t rewind life. He was an amazing brother & uncle.
When someone dies it doesn’t just kill them, it kills a part of everyone in that family.
We love and miss you Trenton, aka Uncle TT.
Maggie Tapia
9-6-2011

“When someone dies it doesn’t just kill them, it kills a part of everyone in that family”
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Alaskan Teen Mini Stories

One night, my friends and I won a football game
when we were up against West, so we had a party
in the woods. It was nice having a good time but
one of my friends, Tony, decided he wanted to go
home. He was drunk and he had his keys; so he
went to his car. We tried to stop him and my other
friend Joey was kinda sober because he had just
got there and only had two beers. Joey went to
the car to tell Tony that he shouldn’t drive and let
Joey drive but Tony had his car in reverse. They
argued with each other and Tony let go of the
brake and ran over Joey’s foot. Tony just drove
off. Tony couldn’t handle being drunk.
It all happened last year.
-Anonymous
What started out to be a harmless high school
camping trip turned into a tragic night that a
group of seniors will forever remember as the
night of their best friend’s death. Their friend
died due to alcohol poisoning and his friends are
believed to have been drinking as well. His friends
were the ones who had taken him to the hospital
the next morning when they found him, in his
sleeping bag, unresponsive and cold to the touch.
He had just finished his junior year of high school
and he had his whole life ahead of him; but it was
cut short due to his choice to drink uncontrollably
underage. Anonymous
My dad was always drinking and he started to act
always mad. Then he started to age and he looked
like a zombie. He quit and hasn’t been drunk for
two years. He even looks better now. -Sue

Recently, my friend Bob was drinking and he was
underage and was at the gas station. He saw his
recently ex-girlfriend and was yelling at her and
pushed her. Usually, he is the sweetest person, but
since he was drunk, he wasn’t acting like himself.
He ended up spending a night in jail for IV degree
assault. He didn’t hurt her, but she said she was
really scared. - Anonymous
My friend’s cousin was driving home drunk after
a New Year’s party. He came to a point in the
road with a sharp turn. Well, he turned too sharp
and went directly into a tree. Since he also forgot
to put his seat belt on, he flew through his
windsheild. He died that night.
-Anonymous

Citari Townes-Sweatt Killed in Alcohol-Fueled Crash

A Joint Base Elmendorf-Richardson airman has been accused
of a drunk driving death, killing a woman in a Sunday morning, June 30, 2013, crash in East Anchorage, according to the
Anchorage Police Department.
APD says Lane Douglas Wyatt, 22, was driving a Chrysler 300
that crashed into a Monte Carlo shortly before 5 a.m. Sunday
at the intersection of Boniface Parkway and Debarr Road and
killed Citari Townes-Sweatt, 20, the driver of the Monte Carlo.
Citari had just bought the car 2 days before with the money she
earned working at Costco.
“Officers learned that a Green 2006 Chrysler 300 had been traveling northbound on Boniface Parkway at a high rate of speed
when it reportedly ran the red light and ‘t-boned’ a white 2004
Chevrolet Monte Carlo traveling through the intersection westbound on Debarr Road,” said Dani Myren, APD spokesperson.

43

She is survived by her mother and father, Lanita Sweatt-Sanders
and Robert Sanders; biological father, Dwayne Townes, Sr; sisters, Jamaesha, Marika and Sharayne; brother, Dwayne; grandmother, Betty Sweatt; her nephew, Pharoah Herndon (NuNu);
aunties, Nicole Allen (Carla), Dana Sweatt, Carol Groff, Tanya
Perry; uncles, Ricky Sweatt, Jimmy Sweatt; cousins, Mikos Simmons, Stephanie Simmons, Mikayla, Mikos Jr., Nikos Delano,
Demetra Alex, Precious Alex, Mickel Richardson, K-mell Pressley, Brechelle Sweatt, Steven Robertson, Jr., Sateeva Headley,
Elijah Nelson, Daishon Alex, Austin Cotrell, Jr., Amajae Alex,
Rahjae Pruitt, Tenesha Chantel and Brianna.
“During the investigation, Wyatt admitted to officers that he had
consumed three beers and five shots of alcohol at Chilkoot Charlie’s before getting into his car and driving,” Patrick Bergt, Assistant District
Attorney, wrote in charging documents. “While speaking with Wyatt,
officers observed the objective symptoms of alcohol intoxication,
including slurred speech and bloodshot watery eyes. Officers could also
smell alcohol as they spoke with Wyatt, after providing a mandatory
blood sample.
Wyatt could have taken the free ride home provided by JBADD, a
volunteer organization providing the members of Joint Base Elmendorf-Richardson with a safe, anonymous and free ride home instead of
driving their own vehicles while intoxicated. Instead, he was charged
with manslaughter, four counts of first degree assault, three counts of
third degree assault, and one count of operating under the influence.
His bail was set at $50,000.
Source: NBC News, KTUU, JBER

“There were a total of nine vehicle occupants between the two
vehicles, four in the Chrysler 300 and five in the Chevrolet
Monte Carlo. Four vehicle occupants, collectively, were transported by medics to various local hospitals while the driver of
the Monte Carlo, 20-year-old Citari Townes-Sweatt, was
pronounced deceased at the scene.”
Citari was born May 11, 1993. She grew up in Anchorage and
graduated from East High in 2011. She was a loving daughter,
sister, auntie, and granddaughter. She enjoyed her mother’s
cooking, hanging out with her friends, and working at Costco.
She always helped out anyone she could and did it without hesitation. She was a loving, kind and very caring individual and will
be greatly missed by all who had the privilege of knowing her.

Please don’t drink and drive.
This is what can happen!

JBADD - Joint Base Against Drunk Driving
“Our sincere condolences go out to the family and friends of those who have been needlessly affected by this tyagedy, “
said Col. Brian Duffy, JBER and 673rd Air Base Wing Commander.
“The Air Force has strict policy on operating motor vehicles while under
the influence of alcohol and this type of behavior is not tolerated,” Duffy said.
JBADD’s Plan of Action
Plan A: Have a Designated Driver who is not going to drink
Plan B: Set money aside for a taxi ride home
Plan C: Call a Wingman, a friend, or a supervisor
Plan D: Get a hotel room that is close to where you are going to drink so you can walk
Plan E: Drink at a bar that offers a taxi ride home at no charge (30 bars in town do this)
Plan F: Call JBADD - 384-RIDE (7433) 0r 552-HOME (4663)
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A Firefighter’s Story

Shortly after midnight on a Spring night, Dan got behind the wheel of his car and embarked on a drive that would forever change his family and friends lives. Dan and three of his friends were returning home from a friend’s house where
they had been partying and where alcohol had flowed freely. Dan was intoxicated as he drove, and so were his friends,
all of whom nodded off to sleep. But they were soon jolted awake when Dan dozed off too, and sideswiped a guard
rail. One by one, Dan dropped his friends at their homes, then headed to his own house.
But one mile from his house, he fell asleep again. His car veered into the median and crashed into a tree, causing Dan
to hit his head on the windshield, even though he was wearing a seat belt. The car rebounded onto the highway, where
an approaching driver, unable to see Dan’s disabled car now that it was without taillights, crashed into it. Dan’s head
hit the windshield again. A nearby resident heard the crash and called 911.
I was on one of the rescue units from the local fire department. When I saw the wreck, I figured I might have a
fatality on my hands. I found Dan unconscious assumed he had a head injury due to the spiderweb cracks fanning the
windshield. Dan’s blood pressure reading confirmed massive brain swelling.
Within four minutes, advanced life support arrived. Paramedics quickly loaded the critically injured Dan into the ambulance and transported him to the hospital.
My son Gary was driving to his girlfriend’s house shortly after Dan dropped him off that night when he happened to
pass the accident. He recognized the vehicle his buddy drove. Horrified, my son Gary pulled over and ran to me yelling
as he approached me, “Is Dan alright?” I shook my head and reached to hug my son. I asked Gary if he had been with
Dan earlier that night and if Dan had been drinking and Gary said “yes.” I had smelled the alcohol on Dan. Gary said
he was so sorry that he hadn’t stopped Dan from driving that night. It still tortures him to this day.
Dan’s parents were in bed when they received “the midnight call you always dread when your kids are away.” After Dan
was admitted to the hospital, a CAT scan revealed severe head trauma. The doctores did not hold out much hope for
Dan. They told the parents that even if Dan lived, he might not ever lead a normal life again. Dan underwent surgery
to relieve pressure on his brain, and then was moved to intensive care in a coma. His friends and family visited every
day to talk to him and pray for him, but Dan showed little improvement. Just 12 days after that horrible crash, Dan
was taken off life support by his family and was declared dead.
That was one of the worst days of my life. I serve as a Fire Fighter to help save people, but I couldn’t save my son’s
friend Dan. I felt so sorry for Dan’s family. All I could think about was that I could have lost my son that night too.

First Hand Experience From a Fairbanks Fire Fighter
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How does impaired driving affect me as a fire fighter?
Fire and Emergency Medical personnel respond to
the call for help 24/7, 365 a year. I have been a fire
fighter for over 37 years now, 36 in Alaska. As a fire
fighter I have seen the injuries and death of innocent victims and the ruined lives of loved ones and
the emotional stress my fellow brothers and sisters
in emergency services have had to endure because
someone made a poor decision and drove impaired.

WHY?
So how do we really feel about MVC (motor vehicle
crashes) involving impaired 12
drivers? It is an extremely emotional situation for all of us. Not only
the part of dealing with the crash but for a long
time afterwards. The thoughts of how we dealt
with the situation, the sad feeling for the victims
who never had a chance, the child who was cared
for by one medic while the other medics fought to
try and save the parents who ultimately perished
in the crash. Now this child is without parents and
why? Why did this happen? Then, well, everyone
leaves, the victims go to the hospital, the mangled
vehicles are towed and we pick up all of our equipment, and the situation has calmed down. Now I
have time to think. Now the thoughts run through
my head. My wife and children drive this stretch
of road. What if this crash was them? Or thoughts
of why did this have to happen, what could I have
done to make a difference? Did I do all I could?
And to some extent I am blaming myself. I did not
drive impaired, but when I get home late at night
after a bad crash I hug my wife and kids because
it hurts so bad to see the injuries and death that
had just occurred. I try to sleep but toss & turn for
hours, and then I have to go to work. So why do
I feel so bad? Why do I not do my best at work?
Well it’s because I did not get a good night’s sleep
because someone made a poor choice and drove
impaired and as a result injured or killed someone
and turned the whole world upside down for a hell
of a lot of people who never planned to have this
happen..
~Ernie Misewicz, Asst. Chief, Fairbanks Fire Department

So as you look at the firefighter with his rake, hose or axe,
His beet red face or ice covered mustache,
You should know why he goes through that smoky front door,
And is forced to crawl like a baby down on the floor,
He does it to save both lives and property,
All that is precious to you and to me.
So take a good look at this modern warrior who serves his
Call proud and true.
And know that he would die just to save me and you.
~Robert J. Athans
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Teen Drunk Driving Mini Stories

Alcohol is a very dangerous liquid that affects people
in many different ways. Alcohol is one of the main
reasons why citizens are dying today. It changes the
way you look, feel, act, and think. Some of my friends
are involved with alcohol. They have either dropped
out of school or are planning on it. Also, alcohol is
another main reason why car accidents have been increasing lately. Surprisingly, people think that alcohol
is a way to make you feel better about a situation in
which they are going through. Another is people think
that drinking is cool! They think that now, but I wonder if they will think that in the future?
-W.

Long before I was born, my Uncle was coming back from
a local restaurant with three of his best friends. It was
late at night and they were on their way home when a
drunk semi-truck driver was speeding down the middle
of the road. My Uncle’s best friend had no other choice
but to avoid the truck and the drunk driver. The only
other choice he had was to put his car in the ditch. That
night, my uncle and two friends were found dead in the
snowy ditch where their car was rolled over up against
a tree. There were witnesses and the truck driver was
caught. Every year I go back to that spot thinking of
what happened there and wishing my Uncle would not
have died. Every year we bring flowers and say prayers
for my Uncle and his two friends. When we say prayers,
I always think how cool it would be to finally meet my
Uncle Kevin, who I was honored to take his name, and
how my life would be different. I will always remember
that night and what caused that night to happen.
-K
Under the Influence of Alcohol: I was at a party and I
seen this kid all passed out on the chair. I see that his
body is not functioning well, like he is really still, not
making a single move. I went to go tap him in the shoulder and he was gone. Gone meaning blacked out. So I
checked if he was alright and he was breathing, but due
to the amount of liquor and beer he’d been drinking, he
drank more than what his body can handle. Because of
the amount he drank in one sitting, he sprung up from
the chair and started puking, The effects of alcohol are
bad and I’m more aware now of the effects of drinking.
-Anonymous

I can’t remember his name. He was my friend’s brother. It was in 2000
on Halloween night. Ross’ brother was trick-or-treating with friends.
They had just finished and were on their way home. They had stopped
at a light that was red. When the cross-walk light turned green, they
started to walk across. A drunk driver blew the red light and hit him so
hard it knocked him out of his socks and shoes. He was killed instantly
so he did not suffer. The devastation to the family was brutal. Everyone
in town knew Ross’ brother. The drunk driver is still in prison today.
Every year there is a memorial service for him. - D

Drunk Driver Special
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Check it out!
This special package includes...

1. A pair of handcuffs.
2. A ride in a police car (Sorry, backseat only!)
3. A video of yourself doing the balance and
coordination test.
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5. A breath and /or blood test to determine your
alcohol level. (Please note: if you prefer not
to take a breath/blood test, there’s a small
6 month suspension of your driver’s license.
Think of all the $$$ you’ll save by not driving!)

7. One-piece jail uniform (Everyone’s wearing them!)
8. Morning appearance with a judge.
9. Free publicity! (See our Police Beat Section)
10. A lifetime reminder on your driver’s license
with a BONUS 5-year reminder on your
insurance records.

What to Expect During & After a DUI Arrest
Being arrested for the first time can be a
terrifying experience.

Arrest - “Walk the line” test
Record of your Alcohol Blood Concentration
Jail -

Book your blood test and cell time

After Release - Get your car back from the impound lot
My First Court Appearance - Have to get an attorney or
enter a plea.
Public Defender - Fill out paper for income/monthly bills
Back to Court for Sentence - This won’t be a fun time
Community Service - expect to work, work, work
Restricted License & Insurance hike - SR-22 costs a lot!
DUI School - The higher the BAC, the more school time
The Final Tally - If you miss a scheduled class you have
to pay $20
After a DUI it can cost you up to $24,265 or more
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4. An audio tape of your voice.

6. Minimum 3-night stay at the luxurious
Mat-Su Pretrial Facility (AKA the Graybar Hotel.)
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Consequences
Guilty Plea

Alternatives:
Average cost of alternative ride $20
Designated Driver
$0
Taxicab (per mile)
$2

3 days in jail $300
Court Fines $1,500
For the cost of a first
Sentencing
$250 +
time DUI, you could
Vehicle Impound Fee $600+
ride 12,133 miles in a
Ignition Interlock Device for
12 months $1,300
taxicab.
Attorney (your attorney) $$$
That is almost 1/2 way
Change of Plea $5000
around the world.
Court Proceedings $3,500-$5000
DMV Administrative Hearing $850
You could buy yourself
Attorney (Court Appointed) $200
Change of Plea $200
a new vehicle or take a
Court Proceedings $500
vacation!
SR22 Insurance - 5 years $10,000
Replacement License $20
License Reinstatement Fee $250
* This special does not
Education Compliance $390
include lost wages, or
Written Test FREE
funeral expenses.
Embarrassment $$$$
Loss of Property $$$
Loss of Driving Privilages (90 days) $$$
10 points on your driving record $$$$$

LOSS OF LIFE - PRICELESS
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Fairbanks Drunk Driver Hits Boy

A Fairbanks man, Eugene Bottcher, age 66, is serving a 20-year sentence for manslaughter and some other minor charges. Bottcher struck and
killed 13-year-old Saul Stutz who was bicycling with his brother. When
Bottcher fled the scene of the accident after killing the teen, he then tried
to bribe a good Samaritan who followed him home. When the police got to
Bottcher and tested him, Bottcher had nearly three times the legal limit of
alcohol in his system.
Five years later in court, many people attended the sentencing of
Bottcher; Saul’s family, and several members of Mothers against Drunk
Driving. Bottcher took the opportunity to apologize and then read from a
letter he wrote which said, “I am fully aware of causing you great suffering and grief because I took Saul’s life. My drunk driving and thoughtless
acts afterward are beyond my rational comprehension. My own feelings
of repugnance toward myself have not passed over the past five years.”
Bottcher went on to talk about what it was like in the prison. He also said
that he had taken the role to mentor younger inmates in the Arizona’s Red
Rock Correctional Center.
Some people said that Bottcher got what he deserved. They said that
now that he is sentenced, he has a lot of time to reflect on his actions.
They were happy because the judge did not shorten Botchers’ sentence.
People thanked the judge for upholding the sentence.
Source: Fairbanks News Miner, KTVF

The children of Goldstream Road created this
poster after the death of 13-year-old Saul Stutz.
It hangs in many restaurants and other public
places in Fairbanks.

Fairbanks The Golden Heart City
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Eielson Air Force Base Promotes Airmen Against Drunk Driving

354 Contracting Squadron has not had a DUI for over 1,350 days!

Yes, you can get a DUI on a Forklift
20-year-old David Samual Stepp of Fairbanks pleaded no
contest to a count of driving under the influence. The
plea came in December of 2009, the day after he tried to
use a forklift to remove two trucks that he and his friend
had gotten stuck in a ditch. Just before 11:00 p.m., Fairbanks police received a call that on 30th Avenue, a pickup truck was stuck in the ditch. According to Fairbanks
police, Stepp’s friend, 32-year-old Joshua G. Williamson
drove the truck in the ditch. Stepp, who was the passenger, chose to get his own truck to free Williamson’s. But
when Stepp tried to free the first truck, his own truck
also became stuck. He then decided to use a forklift from
his employer nearby to remove both vehicles. Stepp was
behind the wheel of the forklift and both trucks were still
in the ditch when police arrived. Fairbanks Police Lt.
Matt Soden said, “If you operate any motorized vehicle,
whether it’s on the roadway or even private property, you
can get a DUI.” Both Stepp and Williamson had a blood
alcohol content level over the legal limit of 0.08 when
they were arrested. Williamson pleaded not guilty to
driving while under the influence of alcohol. Stepp was
fined $1500 and sentenced to three days in jail.
Source: Fairbanks News Miner

Head-On collision near North Pole
A head-on collision near North Pole early Sunday
morning in November of 2009, sent a top-ranked high
school wrestler to the hospital and the other driver to
jail for 6 months on drunken driving charges.
The accident occurred about 1:00 a.m. near Arlene
Drive, State Troopers said. Both vehicles were totaled,
including one driven by Eric Antesberger, a 17-year-old
senior at North Pole High School who’d taken honors at
a wrestling tournament the night before, according to
his dad, Bob.
Troopers arrested 32-year-old Fairbanks resident Joseph
Carroll, the other driver, on drunken driving and assault
charges. He was also fined $1500 and he will be on probation for three years. He will have to install an ignition
interlock device in his car when he is released from jail.
The accident left Antesberger, who earned the state
championship in the 152-pound class last year, with leg
injuries bad enough to end his season.
Source: Fairbanks News Miner and KTVF
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My Perspective on Underage Drinking

My name is Sean Crafts. I’m a South
Anchorage High School 2011 graduate
and currently attending the University
of Pittsburgh. I’d like to share my perspective on underage drinking.
The University of Pittsburgh has its
students complete a mandatory online
course called “Alcohol Edu”. Alcohol
Edu is an arduous series of surveys,
video scenarios, and quizzes that inform
students of the costs of underage
drinking. However, I found that many
people just texted or listened to music,
disregarding most of the information.
After being in college for nearly four
months now, I realized that no amount
of alcohol education could compare to
seeing the real consequences of alcohol.

I were getting ready for bed when
she walked into the men’s bathroom. She was very intoxicated and
struggled to put her words together
as she asked if she was talking too
loud. I recommended that she go to
sleep. She smiled and grabbed my
crotch. Upset, I forced her to go to
her room before she did anything
that could get her into serious
trouble. The next day, she was extremely embarrassed around me and
she should’ve been. This was not the
only humiliating incident that happened to her because of alcohol. Her
floor became known as the desperate
floor and her friends resented her
for it. All her heartbreak could have
been avoided if she refused to drink.

It was one of the first weekends of
college. I remember walking back from
Dave & Andy’s Ice Cream Parlor with
some friends. Entering the doors of my
Residence Hall, I saw a girl being rolled
out in a stretcher, alcohol poisoned.
That night, no matter how much I
thought about it, I couldn’t understand
why she would push herself so far.
Why did I go out to get ice cream and
she alcohol? Regardless, I thought she
was very fortunate to have friends who
notified the authorities. After witnessing more and more alcohol poisonings,
I realized just how dangerous underage
drinking can be.

Still, I can understand wanting to
drink before 21. If used appropriately, alcohol can lighten the mood
of social gatherings and make
things such as flirting easier. But,
after witnessing underage drinking’s
consequences, I believe that the risks
of underage drinking far outweigh
any reason you might want to drink.

Even if you don’t drink to the point
of sickness, there are still some risks.
Besides being marked with an underage,
you can ruin your relationships with
others.

So before you go to college and
come to the point where someone
offers you a shot, know that the
consequences of alcohol are real and
could change the rest of your life.
No matter how self-assured you are,
remember when you’re under the
influence, you’re not yourself.

A sweet and bright girl lives on the
floor above me. She once brought me
tea and cookies when I was sick. However, one Friday night, some friends and

Furthermore, you’d be surprised to
learn that many students in college
share the same opinion. One day, I
will enjoy the effects of alcohol. But,
currently, there is too much potential for me, and you, to risk.

“After witnessing underage drinking consequences,
I believe that the risks of underage drinking
far outweigh any reason you want to drink”

Sean and friends Halibut fishing

University of Pittsburgh’s Cathedral
of Learning has 2,529 windows. It is
the second tallest education building
in the world at 535’ tall with 42 floors.

Sean and fellow AFJROTC
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Anna Myers Spreading the Message

My name is Anna Myers and I just
recently graduated from Chugiak High
School. During my Junior year, I was put
into a Senior level journalism class taught
by Mr. Snyder. I was the only junior in
the class full of seniors. I had no idea
what I was getting myself into.
One day Mr. Snyder tells us that we are
going to take part in putting together a
victim’s memorial book for the Forget Me
Not Mission. Shelly Reed, the director’s
daughter, was killed in a crash due to a
drunk driver. Right away, everyone was
interested.
The year before at Chugiak, we had a
school simulation and assembly called
“Every 15 Minutes” that explains the
affects of alcohol and driving together.
I’ve always heard about the simulation,
and wanted to be a part of it, because
I like the feeling of spreading a strong
message to teens that believe they are
invincible and that these tragic situations
won’t happen to them. Unfortunately, I
didn’t get the chance to participate in that
but I did, however, have the opportunity
in the making of this book which was
much more than just a simulation based
on statistics. These were real stories of
people who had either lost a loved one, or
were in critical condition due to careless
drunk drivers. I believe it is selfish when
someone chooses to drink and drive. They
aren’t thinking about the other people
on the road, they are just thinking about
themselves and have gone beyond poor
judgement once they turn on the ignition.
The fact that people have died because of
someone behind the wheel who was under
the influence is absolutely heart
wrenching.
I’ve been in a situation myself
where I was in the passenger seat in my
friend’s car and the driver of the car next
to us was obviously drunk. They turned
on their blinker to turn into our lane
when we were directly next to them. I
turned my head and saw that the truck
was about to hit the left side of our
vehicle and I yelled to my friend to move
to the right side of the road because we
were about to be hit. The driver in the
other car didn’t have a care in the world
to their surroundings.

My friend quickly reacted to my yelling
and started to move into the side of the
road but her car lost control for a few
seconds and we were going from left to
right across the highway until we finally
regained control. I can’t even describe the
scared feeling in my stomach at that moment. I was in such rage with the car that
had almost hit us that I wanted to follow
them to wherever they were going and
give the driver a piece of my mind.

“Helping to put this book
together gave me a better
perspective of life and how
fragile it can be.”
I thank God that it wasn’t winter because
if we were losing control that bad on dry
pavement, I don’t know if we would have
made it out that easy on snow and ice.
It was hard to read these stories in the
Victim’s Memorial book because it makes
the harsh reality feeling really sink in. It
also made me feel good that I haven’t and
don’t have any intentions of driving under
the influence. Even distracted driving
due to a cell phone can create unfortunate
crashes on the road. Putting the book together gave me a better perspective of life
and how fragile it can be. I wish that one
day there will be no more people who get
behind the wheel after a few drinks, but
all we can do is give the same advice we’ve
heard growing up to people and pray that
they make the right choices.
Throughout my life I hope I can stop
people from making the wrong decision.
Alcohol isn’t worth dying for, or killing
innocent drivers along the road beside you.
I’ve been working for Holland America
Princess Alaska this summer, helping
people get to their next destinations, and
I know first hand that it’s not that hard
to pick up a phone to call a taxi when you
really need one.

“I really enjoyed working with Nancy and
Royal on this book and I believe the many
people like them who have been affected by
drunk drivers wish they could be spreading the same
message around the world.”

Addiction Devastates Several Families from 1992-2006
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Forster, who lives across the road
from the crash site, sees the memorials laid there, reminders of her
nephew, each day.
No matter which way I turn, I have
to live with it every day,” Forster
said. I want everyone to know not
to be stupid, to not drive crazy. This
is how it happened. Stop it.”

Cher Potts and Karena Forster
share one hope - that someone
will learn something from what
happened to Jonathan Harrell,
James Stapleton and Sean Cunningham. It won’t be in vain if
it reaches at least one person.”
Cher Potts said.

Jonathan Harrell
Jonathan Harrell had just started sixth grade, and there wasn’t a thing he didn’t love.
The 12-year-old was a smart boy who loved all animals, from insects to dogs, and was teased by his family about becoming a
veterinarian.
Jonathan was riding with his mom, Trish Harrell, his twin sister, Jennifer, and his 15-year-old sister, Suzanne, a little after 3 p.m. on
August 27, 2005. Their 1995 GMC Jimmy was heading north at Mile 46 Parks Highway. They were going to a birthday party for
Jonathan’s one-year-old cousin. Going to that happy event, Jonathan was in the front seat.
That’s when a 1996 Ford Bronco driven by Sean Cunningham, 38, veered across the center line and smashed into the Harrell car,
killing Jonathan, shattering Trish’s body, putting Suzanne in a coma for 10 days, and sending Jennifer to the hospital with a broken
wrist. The crash tore apart the fabric of the Harrells’ life, leaving them so devastated. Jonathan shouldn’t be dead,” Karena Forster,
Jonathan’s aunt, said. He should be in middle school. I don’t want people to forget what happened.
Sometimes Cunningham had a license, sometimes he didn’t. But he never stopped driving.
Cunningham’s license was reinstated April 27, 2005, according to Greg Wilkinson, spokesman for the Alaska State Troopers. That
was four months to the day before Jonathan Harrell died on the Parks Highway. Cunningham was cited Sept. 7 for operating a vehicle with expired registration and for not carrying proof of insurance. For Cunningham’s sister, Cher Potts, the older brother she
grew up with in Anchorage was lost a long time ago.
When we were kids, he was my big brother, my protector, my everything,” Potts said. We were very close.”
Cunningham was a troubled child who held everything in and seemed to not get over traumas, Potts said. He hung out with other
troubled kids in high school, experimenting with drugs and then using cocaine and drinking heavily when he was in his 20’s.
Cunningham had been sober for more than 6 months when an event that may have been the beginning of his downward spiral happened on June 8, 1992, said Potts.
Cunningham was behind the wheel of a 1970 Ford Bronco that veered across the center line of the Seward Highway about 7 p.m.,
south of McHugh Creek. Cunningham’s Bronco hit a 1978 Dodge Magnum sedan. James Stapleton, 38, of Willow, was killed in the
crash, and Stapleton’s passenger, Shirley Ramirez, was hospitalized, according an Alaska State Troopers report.
That fatal crash happened one year and 20 days before Jonathan Harrell was born.
According to Potts, Cunningham had monster tires put on the Bronco, and one of the wheels came off because the lug nuts hadn’t
been tightened properly.
Cunningham’s girlfriend, Kara Watkins, was ejected from the truck and sustained serious, lasting brain injuries, Potts said.
Cunningham’s pelvis, legs and knees were shattered, and he received a head injury that never was treated.
Cunningham didn’t have a license then, and he was cited for that, Potts said.
He became addicted to the pain medications prescribed for his injuries.
The Tylox from the hospital led to morphine a couple of years later, about a year after Jonathan Harrell was born.
I warned him about messing around with that,” Potts said. He ended up on high doses of Methadone, Restoril and OxyContin. I’m
not sure what else, but he graduated to heroin.”
The toxicology screen for Cunningham’s blood still wasn’t complete eight months after Jonathan’s death. That’s because of the need
to piece together all the combinations and interactions of medications in Cunningham’s blood, according to Wilkinson.
But Cunningham never will be charged with anything else related to the crash. Because he’s lost to the world, dead of what the
Wasilla police said was a suspected drug overdose in his mother’s Wasilla home on April 14, 2006.
Source: Mat-Su Valley Frontiersman, Anchorage Daily News
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Want To Ruin Your Life?

“So what happens now?,” Suzanne
whimpered as she trembled on the hard
plastic seat in the back of the police
cruiser. The handcuffs behind her back bit
into her wrists.
Her car lay in the roadway a tangled
mess and thin ribbons of smoke and
steam still rising from its crushed engine
compartment. She could smell the
nasty odor of burnt explosive from the
airbag deployment and she felt the deep
throbbing pain in her shoulder from the
shoulder restraint every time she moved.
Her Camry was completely totaled, a
graduation gift from her parents. It was
a few years old, but she was so looking
forward to driving it to college in the fall.
The roof looked like the firefighters had
taken a can opener to it and it was peeled
back and now lay upside down on the
trunk. But that wasn’t the worst part…
Her best friend Sarah. They had gone
to school together since 8th grade. They
finished each other’s sentences they were
so close. Every prom was a double date.
They knew each other’s families like they
were their own. Suzanne even fought
with Sarah’s bratty little brother as if he
were her brother. They had worn each
other’s clothes so often, neither one was
totally sure who owned what. Sarah, the
girl she could share any secret with, lay
unconscious on the medic’s gurney as
they stuck needles into her arms and a
breathing tube down her throat.
Her face was bloody and Suzanne had
seen parts of her jaw and teeth sticking
through her lower lip. Her arms were
extended downward and were twisting
inward with her fists balled up and her
wrists angled away from her body. The
medic mentioned something about a brain
injury.
This was supposed to be a time of
celebration. Graduation was this coming
Thursday. The girls were entering the
adult world. After all they were both 18
and the party was not supposed to get out
of control. Just some high school friends
getting together and having one last
party before they all scattered. Suzanne
did not intend to get drunk but she and
Sarah were having such a good time,

she lost track and got caught up in the
moment. Though she felt a little high,
she thought she could handle driving
home. Sarah wasn’t doing too well either,
and forgot to buckle up. They were so
busy laughing at stupid stuff, Suzanne
didn’t notice how fast she was going as
the sharp curve approached. And then
there was that horrible noise of crushing
steel meeting the unforgiving rocks.
Suzanne wanted to go to Sarah, to see
her, to help her but she couldn’t. The cop
was silent as he pulled away from the
scene. Suzanne watched as the red and
blue lights faded into the distance. The
last time she saw Sarah was as they were
loading her into the ambulance. It passed
the cop car with siren screaming on its
way to the hospital.

On the ride to jail she was completely
numb. Suzanne was alone, and she
wanted to be with Sarah. The DWI
processing was a blur as the cop went
through his mound of paperwork.
When she blew into the machine, it said
that her breath alcohol level was .134, a
number that will stick in Sarah’s memory
forever. The blood draw by the nurse
wasn’t much but Suzanne winced as the
cop put a staple through her picture on
her driver’s license, attaching it to some
DMV form. She had worked hard for that
license and had to take the driving test
twice because she couldn’t parallel park.
Now her license was history.

Suzanne had to go to jail because she
couldn’t be released on bail until she was
sober but that was nothing compared to
the news the cop got over his radio from
his dispatcher… Sarah died on the way
to the hospital. Life changed from that
point on.
The jailers were matter of fact as they
body searched her and made her change
into the yellow prisoner’s scrubs. She
couldn’t stop crying through the whole
ordeal as she thought of her best friend
and never being together again. Suzanne
hated the cell she was put into with the
other women. Just a concreted bench, a
stainless steel toilet-sink combination and
the whole place smelled like stale vomit,
urine and antiseptic. She just couldn’t
stop crying.

When she reached her mom on the
collect calls only phone in the cell, her
mom had already heard about Sarah. She
said that Suzanne’s dad would be down
to bail her out in the morning. The
night was long and lonely and it was
worse because she couldn’t think straight
through the fog of alcohol. Suzanne
wanted her friend Sarah.
Bailing out wasn’t much. Suzanne had
never been so happy to see her dad. He
put his arm around her as they walked
from the jail to the pick-up in the parking
lot but something was different. Their
relationship had changed. On the ride
home, Suzanne texted her boyfriend;

One DWI Accident Can Ruin A Life
he had been at the party and had even
brought a keg of beer and a couple
bottles of rum. He didn’t return her text.
The next few days were hard. It was
like all those people who were Suzanne’s
friends didn’t want to have much to do
with her. They were polite enough, and
expressed their sorrow for her situation
but they didn’t want to be around her.
Suzanne hit rock bottom when Sarah’s
parents left a message asking her not to
attend the funeral… they had enough
to deal with and didn’t need the added
drama. Suzanne couldn’t face her
classmates and skipped graduation. Her
diploma was mailed to her house.
The following week, things got even
worse. The lawyer her dad hired needed
$50,000 to take the case. There went
the college money the family had saved
and they even had to take out a second
mortgage on their house. Then on
Friday, the lawyer told Suzanne she had
to come to his office where the police
would arrest her again. This time for
manslaughter. He said that a grand jury
had convened and indicted her for killing
Sarah. The trip to jail was even worse
this time as Suzanne was sober and aware
of everything going on. Bail was set at
$30,000 and before she could be released,
she had to have someone promise to
watch her 24/7. She couldn’t be out of
their presence at any time or her bail
would be revoked.

It took a few days for her parents to
arrange bail. Her mom would be her 3rd
party custodian. Just what every
18- year- old girl wants, to be tied to
mom night and day for the whole summer
after graduation. Even when her mom
went grocery shopping, Suzanne had
to go along. Suzanne couldn’t work
her summer job, couldn’t hang out with
friends, couldn’t do anything by herself.
Her lawyer finally got the third party
condition rescinded the week before
college was to start in September and she
got her driver’s license back after retaking
all the tests. The SR 22 insurance she
had to buy was so expensive that with the
insurance money for her wrecked Camry
she could only buy an old beater to get to
and from school. Her college plans fell
through for lack of finances, and instead
of leaving state to go to college, she
enrolled in the local junior college and
lived at home.

It seemed like every time she wanted
to do something, there was another court
hearing she had to attend. The worst
part of those was seeing Sarah’s parents
sitting in the audience; they attended
every one. Finally the District Attorney
and Suzanne’s lawyer worked out a “plea
agreement.” A year after the wreck she
stood before a judge and plead “guilty” to
criminally negligent homicide. Part of
the deal was that she would only spend
3 months in jail with 3 years probation.
There went her second summer.

Check this out!
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Jail this time was horrible. She was
locked up with some of the creepiest
people she had ever seen. Drug addicts,
violent offenders and career criminals
doing life on the installment plan… a few
months at a time. The food was inedible,
the mattresses were unsleepable, the noise
from the other prisoners never stopped
and when she finally got out, she couldn’t
get that jailhouse stench out of her skin.

When she finally got out, her record
would follow her through her whole life.
The lawsuits filed by Sarah’s parents
would drag on for years in the courts.
Suzanne’s family still stood by her but
things were never as they were before.
Some friends forgave her and came back
around but Suzanne faced a lifetime
knowing that she had killed Sarah, her
best friend. You just don’t ever recover
totally from something like that!
One DWI accident can ruin a life.
Partying and driving isn’t worth the risk.

Lt. Dave Parker, Spokesperson
Anchorage Police Department

http://www.wusa9.com/video/1521414048001/1/Teen-Records-Fatal-Drunk-Driving-Crash-As-It-Happens
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The 6 Stages of Drunkness

Alcohol is a suppressant; it suppresses the normal functions of your brain.
This suppressing effect on the brain is almost like a wave crashing over your head. First it suppresses the frontal
lobes, then it washes further backwards over the parietal lobes, then to the parietal lobes, the occipital lobes right
at the back, then deeper into the brain to the cerebellum and lastly to the diencephalon and the mesencephalon
(midbrain), and then down to the brainstem and the medulla oblongata.
This process is continuous, but certain functions, for example peripheral vision, may already be affected at an
earlier stage.

First effect: The jovial phase
The frontal lobes house the functions that control, among other things, your inhibitions, self-control, willpower,
ability to judge and attention span. Suppress it, and your self-confidence increases, you start getting jovial, you
become more and more generous, and start talking more. This is why alcohol is seen as a good social lubricant.
This effect can already be detected with blood alcohol levels as low as 0.01g/100ml - in other words, while you are
within the legal limit of 0.08g/100ml. The problem is that even at this level, which is perfectly legal, your loss of
judgment ability and your changed personality already increase your risk of dying an unnatural death, for example
as a result of being in a fight.
Maybe you are better able to control yourself and your behavior in this phase as a result of good self-control, or
education, and the onslaught of the alcohol might pass by relatively unobtrusively or, maybe not.

Second effect: The slurring phase
The next parts of the brain that come into the firing line, the parietal lobes, are affected at a blood alcohol level of
approximately 0.10 g/100ml.
This is when your motor skills become impaired, you have difficulty speaking, except in a slurred fashion (which
oddly enough, you cannot hear yourself), you start shivering, and complicated actions become very difficult to
execute (I always used to watch alleged drunk drivers trying to fasten their shirt buttons – an everyday activity
that suddenly becomes as difficult as threading a needle). At the same time your sensory abilities are hampered.

Third effect: The can’t-see-properly phase
The occipital lobe is reached when the alcohol level is usually at about 0.20 g/100ml. Your visual perception
ability becomes limited. You experience increased.difficulty with movement and distance perception. Your depth
perception becomes impaired and your peripheral vision decreases. If, at this stage, you drive at dusk, you will have
great difficulty seeing a little boy chasing a ball, or your fellow drinking buddy, staggering by the roadside.

Fourth effect: The falling-down phase
At about the alcohol level of 0.15 g/100ml the cerebellum becomes affected and maintaining your balance could
become difficult.
With a bit of luck, by this time your friends will have placed you somewhere safe.

The Mellanby Effect
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Fifth effect: The down-and-out phase
We hope you are lying down in a safe place, because at this stage the wave is crashing at 0.25 g/100ml over your
diencephalon and the mesencephalon (midbrain).
You become tired and very unsteady – you are now probably out for the count. You start shaking and you vomit.
Maybe your reflexes will not be so badly suppressed that you cannot protect your airways, otherwise you could inhale
your own vomit and die. Your consciousness is now suppressed, and you may be comatose.

Sixth effect: In the Valley of the Shadow of Death
Should the alcohol wave wash further, driven by a blood alcohol level of 0.35 to 0.40 g/100ml, and it reaches your brain
stem, including the medulla oblongata, you have life-threatening problems. The centers controlling your breathing and
your blood circulation are suppressed, and you are busy dying.

The Chronic Drinker:
These effects refer to the social drinker. Chronic abuse of alcohol will increase someone’s tolerance, and would
therefore cause these effects to become visible only when a chronic drinker has reached much higher levels of alcohol
in the blood than those mentioned above.
Usually the person would appear to be less under the influence at a specific blood alcohol concentration (BAC), when
the BAC is busy dropping, than when it is busy increasing. This is called the Mellanby Effect, and is the result of the
development of acute tolerance in the brain with regards to alcohol.

Dr. Izak Loftus, Forensic and Anatomical Pathologist, Pathcare-group,
Health24

Simple
Math:
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Mat-Su Youth Court
My name is Brandon Williams and I have been involved with the Mat-Su Youth
Court for 8 months and am currently vice president of the Mat-Su Youth Court Bar
Association. When my Leadership class teacher at Mat-Su Career and Technical High
School presented the class with sign-ups for the Mat-Su Youth Court, I was immediately
interested and signed up for training. The training lasted three hours a day for five days.
During the class, other trainees and I were educated about the judicial system and what
everyone does in and out of the courtroom. At the end of the five days, we all took a bar
exam to start working as attorneys for the Mat-Su Youth Court.

New members start as a shadow; they sit in on court proceedings to learn how they work, and sometimes write
a speech to prepare them for a position as a second-chair attorney. A second-chair attorney finds aggravating factors
(which increase the amount of community service hours in a sentence) or mitigating factors (which decrease the
community service hours), depending on whether the attorney is working on prosecution or defense. A first-chair
attorney on prosecution presents the facts of the case to the judges, while the first-chair defense attorney calls the
defendant and obtains information from them to present to the judges to show them that the defendant is actually a
good person and that they just made a poor choice. The first-chair attorneys have the opportunity to be promoted to
an associate judge after a period of time. Attorneys must also write an essay to show why they should be a judge.
Two of the three judges are associate judges. One associate judge runs the sentencing hearing where prosecution
and defense present their facts and sentencing recommendations, while the other associate judge presents the
sentence to the defendant after the judges deliberate. Sentences generally include community work service, essays,
and letters of apology. The presiding judge runs the courtroom and after the sentence is presented to the defendant,
the presiding judge explains the sentence to the defendant.

I believe that the Mat-Su Youth Court has
taught me valuable skills in courtroom behavior
and how to be an attorney or judge. In fact, it has
made me consider becoming a lawyer in the
future. As an active member, you can move
quickly through the ranks and get the full
Mat-Su Youth Court experience.
As a new member, I was nervous about what to
do and I was afraid I would accidentally mess up
and affect someone’s life in a bad way. However,
this was not the case. I learned quickly how to
act in court and by the time I was an attorney, I
felt confident about my abilities in court. It also
changed the way I think about defendants coming
to Youth Court.

Yes, they have broken the law, but most often this is the first time they have committed an offense and
they are involved in many great things. Some are employed, some enjoy outdoor activities, and many
begin their community work service before appearing in court. Youth Court has opened my eyes to the legal system and what teens entering Youth Court are really like and I hope that I have opened your eyes as well.

Colony Middle School
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Colony Middle School Leadership students say, “Don’t drink and drive! Stay Alive!”

Palmer, Alaska

Forget Me Not Mission’s Presentation to Colony Middle School Health and Leadership classes 9/28/11

Red Ribbon Week - October 2012
Poster Winner
Colony Middle School.

TATU (Teens Against Tobacco Use)
and Leadership Groups created this poster.

Red Ribbon Week is the oldest and largest drug prevention campaign in the country. Although the start
end dates can vary slightly depending on the organization and source, Red Ribbon Week generally takes
place the last full week in October, with the weekends
before and following the last full week included as
appropriate celebration dates.
Red Ribbon Week serves as a vehicle for communities and individuals to take a stand for the hopes and
dreams of our children through a commitment to
drug prevention and education and a personal commitment to live drug free lives with the ultimate goal
being the creation of drug free America.
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Drunk Passenger Causes Crash

Who would have guessed, you wouldn’t have to be
the drunk driver to be the one to cause the accident
but the drunk passenger!

My little brother and I had just come back from the
movies which was right next to the restaurant/bar my
parents were at. So we walked over there. We got in the
car, my mother was driving, and I think she only had one
drink. My stepdad got in the passenger seat and he had
who knows how many drinks.
At first, I thought it was fine, I mean, it’s not like he’s
driving, right? Wrong! First, it was just fun and games,
he would act like he was going to grab the wheel, and try
grabbing the keys, and he made small screaming noises. I
have to admit it was kind of funny.

Then after a while, he got bored and really started
grabbing at the wheel, and really scaring me and my little
brother. We kept saying stop, and he thought we were all
over-exaggerating, but we weren’t. He was being very
dangerous, and didn’t even know it!
It was a long ride home. But lucky for us, I can say we
made it home, alive! On the way though, we did sideswipe
a car a few streets from home. My dad yelled at my mom,
“Don’t stop, just go home.” We put a big dent in the side
of it. I told him when we got out of the car, “I will not be
riding with you again, unless I am sure you are sober.”
So this is my story, clear as day. Don’t drink and drive,
and if you are drunk, don’t drive! A note from the wise, to
those who do drive for the drunk, who are sober, don’t let
them sit in the front where they could be a danger!
An Anchorage Teen

A Boat Ride Gone Wrong
I never knew that drunk driving didn’t just have to do
with driving a car.
I mean, I found out that there is drunk bike riding,
drunk ATV driving, and even just drunk walking. All of
them can be unsafe when you are impaired! Now the way
I found out about all of this, was by one scary mistake.
It is sad how some things have to happen for us to see
dangers or bad things.
It was a bright, sunny afternoon. It was so peaceful, but
all that was soon to change. You see, me and my family
were on vacation, at my stepdad’s cabin. The term “on
vacation,” was a little different. There was boat driving,
drinking, skiing, drinking, cliff jumping, drinking and did
I mention drinking? I mean at first I didn’t mind, since we
were in the middle of nowhere, so what could possibly go
wrong?
Now that’s where I was wrong! Back to that beautiful
afternoon, my mother was mad at my stepdad because he
hadn’t spent a lot of time with us, so he said to my mom
and brother, “Let’s get in the boat and just go!”
He came and got me, and I saw my mom in the boat so I

thought it was okay.
My brother and I were told we would be learning how
to drive the speed boat. Next thing I knew once we were
completely off the dock, we were going full throttle, no
life jackets and then he steps away from the wheel and
says, “Somebody take the wheel!” He was drunk, thinking
stupidly with a huge grin on his face.
My mom goes off scolding him and my brother starts
crying, so I am left with no choice but to stop the boat, so
I grab the wheel. I had never driven a speed boat before. I
slowed it down then to a complete stop.
As I do end up driving to shore or the dock, my mom is
telling me stuff and so is everyone else and then I give the
wheel back to my stepdad just to park the boat. If I had
known, I would have parked it myself.
After that I didn’t ride on a boat with him driving.
Haven’t since that day! We are so lucky that nothing
serious happened, but it was a risk I did not want to take
again!
Alaska Teen

Wasilla Warrior, Fighting to Stay Strong
My name is Jazzmyne Shapsnikoff, my story is not just a story it
is my life.
Life brings challenges as we all
know it, but to this day the most difficult time I have ever had to overcome
happened when I was just seven years
old. As a kid you don’t understand
what death is. You see it in movies,
you might have lost a distant family
member, but at seven years old you
generally haven’t had to deal with
death.
My mom and dad were in a
rough spot in their marriage and we
were living in Anchorage away from
my dad. We had been living here for
just about six months; my dad had
just sent me and my little sister, who
just turned four, a couple gift cards
that we had just gotten to spend.
As we were getting all of our new
toys out of the bags and telling our
daddy what we used the cards on,
he said he was going to go out and
that he would call us in the morning. I started crying asking him and
begging him to not go out but he said
how much he loved me and he would
call tomorrow morning.
Eight in the morning, the
phone rang and rang. Finally I answered, “Hello,” “Give the phone to
your mom,” That’s what I was told
by my uncle. I told him she was still
sleeping, he told me “wake her up,
it’s important”. As I woke her telling
her who was on the phone and how
important it was, I left the room. I
remember hearing her voice go from
calm and tired to alert and concerned. As a little girl I can’t recall
what I was thinking but I remember
feeling her panic. Seeing the strong
figure in your life fall apart and
not being able to understand what
was going on can stick in a sevenyear- olds mind for her whole life. I
remember my mom hung up on my
uncle and she proceeded to

call my aunt to try to see what was
going and see if what she was told
was true. As my aunt answered, she
wasn’t even able to talk to my mom
she was so upset.
At the time we lived next
to my grandma, as my mom put the
phone down and got out of bed she
went straight to my grandmother’s
house. My grandma wasn’t home so
my mom called her in a panic crying
and could barely talk to tell her what
was happening. My mother was in
such an uncalm state that her words
slurred together. My mom finally
hung up with her and all I remember

is hearing my mom scream. My mom
tells me she only screamed once and it
was loud and long just a yell of overwhelment, how I remember it must
have been a repeat because her scream
played over and over in my head, I can
still recall it to this very day.
Finally my grandma got home
and my mom just melted in her arms
and fell apart. I was so confused on
what was happening and trying to understand or even guess what was going on at this point. My mom told me
to go watch my little sister. Later that
day, my best friend (still to this day)
and her family came over to distract
me from what was really happening.
I remember that on top of how weird
and bad our day was going our dog
ended up running away. When my
friend’s family left and my mom was
calm, she told my sister and I to come
over to the couch.
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There she sat red-eyed and not quite
sure how to tell us what was going
on. At this point it was like I floated
up above me and my sister like I
was out of my body and not leaning
against my mothers leg, but I was
watching me lay against my moms
leg from above. The first words my
mom said was my daddy had been in
an accident. My four year old sister
asked if he was okay. She paused for
a moment and then said no, he had
died. I just remember looking into my
mothers face waiting for her to tell
me she was kidding but as I looked
her lip began to quiver and she began
to cry as did I and my sister.
Now, I am a seventeen-yearold that’s as close as ever with my
mother. After my dad died I became a
new person. I went through an anger
stage with my mom because I blamed
her, is what my therapist told me
when I was nine. I became the strong
one in my family, the one that feels
like I needed to take care of things
now.
It changed my entire life
drastically. He was my hero and when
he died I was lost. Now to this day I
haven’t ever drank nor am I a party
kind of person. I set my goals high
because I want to make him proud of
me. Every now and then I’ll call his
phone line just to hear his voice on
his old answering machine. Not one
day goes by that I haven’t thought,
“I wish my dad could see me, when I
got my license, when I went to prom,
when I graduate and so many more
things to come.” As a girl I know on
a day like my wedding I will cry because that day my dad was suppose to
give me away and walk me down the
aisle. Someone took that away from
me when they decided to get into a
car impaired. I lost my dad not only
because of someone’s drinking but
also because they chose to drink and
drive.
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Sarah Rose Block and
do with art at an early age. She loved the
art teacher at her high school and took
many classes from her. She loved fashion and collected every Vogue magazine
she could get her hands on. She quickly
learned about all the top designers and
the design schools. Sarah chose to go
to the Art Institute of Seattle and she
received a degree in Fashion Design.
Sarah was also a wonderful cook specializing in vegan recipes. Whenever she
came home for visits, her suitcase was
full of cook books.

Sarah Rose Block

A 2001 Graduate of Palmer High School
Sarah is our first born and older sister
to Sadie, Matthew, Nathan and Garreth.
She was born at the Mat- Su Valley
Hospital on April 13, 1983 at 12:13am
and weighed in at 7.13 pounds.
From the day Sarah was born, she made
our lives magical and enormously happy.
I never tired of looking at her and being
with her. She was such a joy to be with
every single day. As her sister and brothers came along, she was the best big sister
to them and they loved her dearly.
Sarah showed talents very early on that
gained her admission to our school
district’s programs for gifted students.
She also took piano at a young age and
composed most everything she played
rather than follow sheet music at her
practice time.
Sarah graduated with honors in art at
Palmer High School, with mostly all A’s.
She had been fascinated with anything to

Sarah Block was a student of mine
when I taught First Grade at Butte Elementary School. I had been teaching
Special Education and Regular Education for 13 years prior to having Sarah
as a student. Sarah was THE FIRST
student I recommended to be tested
for the Gifted and Talented program in
the Matanuska Susitna School District.
She officially became a part of the ELP
(Gifted and Talented Program) while
in First Grade after passing through the
formal evaluation and testing set forth
by the District.
Sarah was an exceptional student in
every way. She set an example for others
with her kind and gentle demeanor, and
was popular with all of her classmates.
Sarah’s parents were involved in the
elementary school throughout Sarah’s
academic career. They gave me Sarah’s
address when she was in college in
Washington, and Sarah corresponded
with me. She was happy and excited to
be involved in an academic program
in which she could express her creative
genius and talent.
I miss her, but I LOVE our new Sarah,
too.
Rebecca Dooley

Sarah at 18 months old

Sarah at almost 3 years old

Sarah at 9 years old

Terri, Nathan, Sarah, Sadie,
Matthew, Garreth,
and Dale in 1993

Her Journey of Survival
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Sarah was 22 years old at the time of the crash.
She had just been hired at Tommy Bahama’s of
Seattle to design vacation clothes for women.
Sarah had previously been working for Posh
Baby in Portland, designing baby clothes. To
be ready for her new job on Monday morning,
Sarah was moving her last load of things from
Portland to her new apartment in Seattle on
Sunday night, 9/11/05, when she was struck,
head-on, by a drunk driver going the wrong way
on I-5 between Tacoma and Seattle.
The drunk driver, Rosalie Meeks, was a woman
in her 60’s. Meeks had eaten dinner with her
ex-husband earlier that evening and they had
consumed wine, he had told the State Troopers.
She died Monday night of her injuries.
After seeing the photos of the crash, I was surprised our precious Sarah survived such a horrific crash. Her car looked like it had exploded.
Sarah had been driving an older and very small
two-door Saturn and Ms. Meeks had driven a
new, huge, Toyota SUV. Ms. Meeks had been
driving over the speed limit, going the wrong
way on the I-5 freeway, in the dark with no
headlights turned on. Other drivers had been
calling 911 for the three miles that she drove
in this manner before coming around an unlit
curve where she hit Sarah head-on. The car behind Sarah also hit her. There was a huge semitractor trailer truck that stopped just seconds
before crashing into Sarah from behind.
The Saturn’s engine was pushed into the cab of
the car, breaking all the bones from Sarah’s pelvis
to her toes. Her right leg was nearly severed
below the knee. Both of her knees were crushed.
Her femurs were broken in half and jutting out
past her skin. Both of her feet were crushed and
twisted at right angles. Sarah never lost consciousness, talking to the rescue perople the entire 45 minutes it took them to cut the car apart
to get her out. She talked to the ambulance staff,
one being her friend, asking him to go back to
the scene and find her pet rat.

Sarah before the crash. She’s happy, she’s modeling, she’s starting a new job at
Tommy Bahama’s of Seattle to design vacation clothes for women.

2002 Sarah’s first year of college. Home on Christmas vacation with her family.

Then the crash happens on 9/11/2005
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Sarah Fights For Her Life

Once admitted to Tacoma General Hospital,
the doctors decided Sarah’s injuries were too
severe and had an ambulance helicopter take
her to Harborview Medical center. Before
she left Tacoma General, she told them our
names and contact information and that is
when we got the call, between 1:00-2:00a.m.
Alaska time. Her father Dale flew out on the
next flight and got to Harborview while Sarah
was in surgery.
Sarah never woke up from her first surgery.
Terri, a heartbroken mom, flew out to be
with her daughter. Sarah’s body was swelling
and her brain was swelling and her skull was
crushing it. The uncontrolled swelling caused
a traumatic brain injury, leaving her in a
permanent vegetative state for many years.

Sarah’s injuries were extensive. With her right leg
nearly severed below the knee and all the bones
broken from Sarah’s pelvis to her toes, plus both
knees and feet being crushed and twisted, everyone knew Sarah was in for a long recovery. Plus,
with blood in her lungs, doctors were unable to
give her anesthesia to numb her pain.
Dale Block, an angry devastated father, kept vigil at his daughter’s hospital bedside. He hoped doctors could save Sarah’s
legs. Thinking about how this type of crash affects the whole family of the victim, he made these statements. “I wish
everybody that ever even thinks about drinking and driving, knows that it’s a stupid thing to do because my daughter
was almost killed...and is now probably going to be in pain for the rest of her life.”
He went on to say, “ Anyone who thinks they can do drugs or drink and then drive, look, this is what happens.”

This is Sarah Today
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Today Sarah lives at home with her parents. She requires 24/7 care as she can never be left alone. Sarah can
NOT walk, have a conversation or feed herself. Sarah also can NOT bathe, dress or toilet herself. She can NOT
participate in life as she was meant to. As her friends travel, marry and advance in their careers, Sarah depends
on others to make all the choices for her. She has constant UTI’s because of incontinence. Her left hand and arm
is bent and rigid. Both of her legs and feet are also bent and rigid. She needs someone to do range-of-motion
on her limbs every day. She has a condition called Apraxia which is a result of her brain injury which makes her
unable to preform tasks when asked even though the request or command is understood. Sarah also has Aphasia due to the brain injury. Aphasia is a disorder of the damaged parts of the brain that has to do with language.
Sarah has a Shunt placed in her head to drain excess fluids from her brain into her abdomen. She is on two seizure medications. Somethimes we can not stop a seizure and she has to go to the ER. Sarah has no privacy. She
can not keep in touch with her friends on her own. She can not decide what she wants to eat, what to wear, what
activities to do. She can not fix her hair and put on makeup or decorate her room. Sarah can no longer do her
art work or design clothes. Her passion was cooking and baking, now she can only watch from a distance.
Terri Block, an angry brokenhearted mom comments, “Remember these things when a defender starts asking a
judge and jury to not give a convicted drunk driver a long prison sentence..because their victim already has one.”

Sarah, mom Terri and Lona
Bye her caregiver of 7 years.

________________________
Sarah spends all of her time in her
hospital bed or her wheel chair or
in pool therapy. Her kitty Skeeter is
her constant companion.

We try to make every day a good one for Sarah. We have had to let go of the daughter she was and embrace
the daughter she now is. That way we can concentrate on what she needs from us in the here and now and
move forward. Sometimes we have very sad moments and grieve for all Sarah has lost. When I see chefs
on cooking shows, I think, “that could have been Sarah.” When I see fashion shows and designers, I think,
“that could have been Sarah.” When we see her friends progressing in their lives with careers, marriages
and children, I think, “that could have been Sarah.” We will never know “what could have been for Sarah”,
because that was taken away from her by an impaired driver.
Terri & Dale Block
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In Memory of Hubert Tunuchuk

A 19-year-old Anchorage woman, Ashley Bashore,
allegedly was responsible for the hit-and-run accident
that killed a young man from the village of Chefornak.
Hubert Tunuchuk II, age 28, was hit on the Tudor
overpass above the Seward Highway during the early
hours of Easter morning, April 24, 2011. He suffered
head and internal injuries and died that same day. He
was studying to become a power plant operator at the
technical school in Seward and had come up to
Anchorage to spend Easter with his friends.

Police had few leads at first, prosecutors said, but a
piece of trim from the Sante Fe and a Crimestoppers tip
soon led police to the vehicle. While Bashore is not the
registerdd owner of the SUV, she drove it on a regular
basis.

Tunuchuk along with a few friends were intoxicated
and walking on the roadway near the curb heading west
when a vehicle driving east struck Tunuchuk with such
force that he flew out of his shoes and landed in the
adjacent intersection. After Tunuchuk was struck the
car took off. Consequences are much worse for drivers
who leave the scene of an accident. Drivers are required
by law to stop and render aid.

Tunuchuk, one of seven siblings, was an avid
outdoorsman. He loved to hunt and fish and was a
commercial fisherman in Bristol Bay. He was a valued
caregiver in the traditional Yup’ik community and was
loved by everyone.

The bail memorandum documents say that later
Bashore admitted to hitting a person because she was
texting. She also smelled of marijuana when she
arrived at the friend’s home.

Tunuchuk was abut two weeks from
graduating from the power plant operations training.
He had planned to spend a couple of months fishing in
Bristol Bay before returning to the village of Chefornak.
Bashore’s bail was set at $2,500 cash with a courtordered third-party custodian required for release, a
police spokesman said. Bashore is also forbidden from
driving while on bail
In December 2011, Ashley Bashore was arrested and
charged with criminally negligent homicide, leaving the
scene of an accident and tampering with physical
evidence. Hit-and-run cases can take longer to solve
because police have to process evidence to establish who
was driving. Cell phone records showed Bashore was
likely texting just before or at the time of the accident.
Shortly after the collision, she sent a text message to
her friend stating “OMG, OMG, OMG”. Later she
allegedly told a friend she had “hit a mangy Rottweiler
without a collar” while driving. She had even tried to
wipe the evidence of the crash off her Hyundai Santa Fe.

Source: Anchorage Daily News, KTUU
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Driver of hit-and-run fatality was texting
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Brief Comments byTeens
“My sister has been sneaking
around drinking and my parents
don’t know. I sometimes want to
tell them, but my sister would be
so mad at me and we have to share
a bedroom.”
A teen in Homer

“Sometimes I am embarrassed to
have my friends over to my home,
because I don’t know if my mom or
dad will be drunk or not.
A teen in Juneau

“I was glad the cop pulled my mom
over. She was drunk and I was
scared that we were going to crash.
It scared her too and she said she
would never drive drunk again. She
even said that she would get some
help to quit drinking.
A Seward Teen

“I take care of my
2-year-old sister because my mom is too
drunk to take care of
her. If she’s not drunk
then she’s sick and
won’t get out of bed.
I’ve missed a lot of
school because of taking care of my little sister. - a teen in Wasilla

“I do all my own
laundry and get my
own meals because my
mom is usually laying
down with a headache.
There is always an
empty bottle of scotch
next to her.”
A teen in Nenana

“My sister was taking
me to school and she
slid on the ice and ran
into a cop car. That
was not her lucky day
because she was arrested for drunk driving.”
A teen in Anchorage

“I’m a teen who was at
a party and got drunk
and the police came
and took me to the
police station. My dad
was so mad when he
came to pick me up.
But he still hugged me.
A teen in Kenai

“I saw my little brother pick
up my dad’s beer can and
take a sip. He’s only ten years
old. My dad had gone to the
bathroom and when he got
back he looked at my brother
who was laughing, and asked
him if he drank some beer.
My brother said yes, and my
dad gave him a high five. I
was so mad that I told my
mom and she got mad too.
A teen in North Pole

“I tried to have a party when my parents went out of town on my dad’s
business trip, but they got a lady
across the street to watch the house.
I told everyone to park on the next
street. That nosy neighbor must
have been watching our house with
binoculars because when just a few
kids came by, she came over to see
what was going on. She made all the
kids leave. She said she wouldn’t tell
my parents if I didn’t do it again.”
A teen in Soldotna

“ I was riding with my
brother, and we were going
to the store to buy bread
but my brother ran off the
road. A neighbor stopped
to help us and told my
brother that he shouldn’t be
drinking and driving.”
A teen in Talkeetna
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Taking Action Against Drunk Driving

An angry friend/family member at night, who will eventually calm down, is better than a dead one in the morning...
If you do not take the stand to stop a friend/family member from driving impaired...
you may regret it for the rest of your life.
On 3/13/12, at approximately 0740 hours, Alaska State Troopers
responded to the report of a driver sleeping at the wheel in the
intersection of Marble Way and Loussac Lane near Wasilla. Investigation revealed that A.S.P., age 18, of Wasilla, was driving under the
influence. Payne was arrested for DUI, Minor Operating after Consuming Alcohol (MOCA) and Minor Consuming Alcohol (MCA). P.
was transported and remanded to Mat-Su Pretrial Facility where she
was held on $500 bail.

On 3/16/12, at 0050 hours, the Alaska State Troopers Bureau of
Highway Patrol, South Central Team, stopped a vehicle near the
intersection of Parks Highway and Crusey Road for an equipment
violation. An investigation showed that the driver, a 17-year-old male
resident of Palmer, was in possession of alcohol. The male was given a
citation to appear in court and released.
On 03/10/2012 at approximately 0232 hours, Alaska State Troopers
responded to an intoxicated female trying to enter a residence and a
vehicle in the ditch near North Pole. Investigation revealed a juvenile
identified as 15 y/o S.S. was suffering from cold weather injuries and
was intoxicated. Investigation also revealed 17 y/o R. R. of North
Pole had been drinking before operating the vehicle found in the
ditch. A passenger in the vehicle identified as 19 y/o R. P. was also intoxicated. All three individuals were issued a summons for MCA (S.S.
being habitual) and R. was given an additional summons for Minor
Operating Vehicle After Consuming Alcohol. P. and R. were released
from the scene and S.S. was transported to FMH for her injuries.

This is what could happen if

you drive impaired!
Can you just imagine what your new
shoes and new clothes would look like
if you were in this crash?
Can you just imagine what your body
would look like if you were inside
this crash?
I’ll bet you wouldn’t be a pretty
sight! Just imagine someone having
to scrape you off the interior and put
you in a body bag!
Just imagine how you would feel if
you killed someone else in this crash!

Police Beat - UNDERAGE DUI

Any charges reported in these press releases are merely
accusations and the defendants are presumed innocent
unless and until proven guilty.

On March 18, 2012 at 0533 hours, the Alaska State
Troopers received a report of a vehicle in the ditch with
an intoxicated driver.Troopers responded to the area and
contacted E.C., 19, female from Fairbanks. An investigation revealed C. was too intoxicated to be operating a
motor vehicle and she was arrested for DUI, MOCA and
MCA- habitual. Carroll was transported to the Alaska
State Troopers Headquarters where she refused to provide
a sample of her breath for the Datamaster DMT. C. was
subsequently charged with refusing to provide a breath
sample. C. was remanded at the Fairbanks Correctional
Center without further incident.

On 03/10/12 at approximately 0159 hours,
troopers responded to a large party at a residence in North
Pole. C.R.K., age 20, of North Pole, was contacted leaving
the party in his 1998 GMC. C. was issued a summons to
appear in court on the offenses of Minor Operate Vehicle
After Consuming Alcohol and Minor Consuming. C. was
also issued a Driver’s License Revocation before being
released on scene.

This Is My Story

When my dad was my age, he and his friend
were drinking and they decided to drag
race on the road north of Fairbanks. They
always drove on the same road with some
of their friends. There was usually 3-5 cars
involved in the race and everyone always
drank while racing. Once my dad misjudged
the road the car rolled into a ditch and onto
its side. My dad managed to get out of the
car but one of his buddies was trapped in
the car. The other guys he was racing with
stopped and helped get this trapped guy
out before the fire could spread. The gasoline was on the exhaust pipe and somehow
caught on fire. Some of the guys had fire
extinguishers and put out the fire.
My dad had a broken arm and his friend had
to go to the hospital for a few days. He had
been unconsicious and woke up in the hospital asking, “What happened?” He recovered
and would never go drinking and drag racing again.
My dad told me this story so I wouldn’t
drink and drive. I don’t think I ever will!
-A 17-year-old in Fairbanks

Committed to Care.
Committed to Alaska.
committed to YOU.

2 4 - H O U R C O M M U N I C AT I O N S C E N T E R
8 8 8 . 9 9 7. 3 8 2 2
Anchorage  |  Dutch  Harbor  |  Fairbanks  |  Juneau  |  Ketchikan  |  Kotzebue  |  Sitka  
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Western Alaska Alcohol and Narcotics Team
(WAANT)
This team’s primary area of responsibility is Alaska’s west coast, to include: Kotzebue, Nome, Bethel, Dillingham and
the Aleutian Chain. The WAANT consists of one AST sergeant, two AST investigators, one AST Criminal Justice
Technician and one soldier from National Guard Counter Drug Support Program in Anchorage; three AST investigators and one local police officer in Bethel; one AST investigator in Nome, one AST investigator and one local police
officer in Dillingham and one AST investigator and a local police officer in Kotzebue.
One of the positions in Bethel and one in Anchorage are dedicated specifically to alcohol interdiction and investigations.
Due to the vast number of local option communities in Western Alaska, a significant portion of this team’s focus is on
alcohol enforcement. Smugglers and bootleggers are targarted through undercover operations.

The Arctic Foxes, Kimbertee Ross and her daughters
Taylee and Shylee, Alice Burge and Brenda Calhoun.

Royal and Nancy helped Officer Fannie Burge with the Big Pour on
August 6, 2011. In 2010 over 100 gallons were collected. In 2009
there were 98 gallons collected and poured out. In 2008 another 111
gallons were collected and poured out into 55 gallon drums.
Alaska State Senator Joe Thomas (D) of Fairbanks and
Officer Stevener helping with the Big Pour.

Officer Fannie Burge, Officer Pratt, Sgt Suter and Sgt. Martines
introduce the Soaring Eagle Drum Group.

The Pavva Inupiaq Dancers perform at the Big Pour.

“The Big Pour...”
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Every year a substantial amount of alcohol and/or drugs
destined to dry/damp communities is intercepted and
seized as a result of the many tips reported to the Airport
Police and Fire Department Drug and Alcohol Tip Line.
This would not have been possible without the help of
community members who actively support the enforcement of local alcohol laws.
To encourage more of this support, the Airport Police and
Fire Department held a “Big Pour” event on August 6, 2011
at 10:00 AM at the General Aviation Airpark on the East
Ramp-Float Pond Road, in Fairbanks

Even the kids helped with the Big Pour.

At this event community members gathered to dispose
of the alcohol that was seized during the previous calender year. Corporation board members, state and local
representatives, members of the Forget Me Not Mission,
and local communities were present and “ceremoniously”
poured out all of the alcohol into 55 gallon drums.
__________________________________________________________________________________________________
Alcohol Importation - On 1/23/2012, a local air carrier reported a box which appeared to be leaking alcohol. The box was
destined for an adult male in Chevak. Investigation revealed the parcel contained three -750ML bottles of alcohol, one of
which was broken.
Alcohol Importation - On 1/9/2012 Anchorage WAANT investigators observed a package at a local air freight carrier destined for St. Mary’s that looked suspicious. Inside were five-750ml bottles of R&R and three-750ml bottles of assorted
brands of alcohol. Each bottle would sell for approximately $100.
Alcohol Importation - On 1/13/2012 Nome WAANT contacted a 36-year-old female that was traveling to Gambell at a local
air carrier in Nome. One-750ml bottle of alcohol was removed from her luggage.
Alcohol Importation - On 1/19/2012 Bethel WAANT contacted a 40-year-old male and a resident of Anchorage as he waited
for his flight to Goodnews Bay. Four-750ml bottles of Monarch Vodka were found and seized from his checked bags.
Alcohol Importation - On 1/5/2012 Bethel WAANT investigated two postal parcels which were headed to an adult female
in Hooper Bay. Person unknown had sent six, 750 ml bottles of alcohol.
Alcohol Importation - On 1/4/2012 St. Mary’s AST received a report that an 18-year-old male was traveling from Anchorage
with three boxes of alcohol. Seized were 72, 24oz plastic water bottles filled with vodka. The alcohol was being transported
to Pilot Station
Alcohol Smuggle - On 8/26/2011 Bethel WAANT identified two postal parcels addressed to a former resident of
Kongiganak. Found inside were twelve bottles of alcohol, which had been burped and secreted inside rolls of toilet paper.
Alcohol Importion - On 11/4/2011 at the Anchorage International Airport,
six, 59 fl oz containers of orange juice were found to contain Vodka and whiskey.
These boxes were being shipped to Nome.
Alcohol Importation - On 12/16/2011 a local Anchorage carrier reported a backpack filled with
ten bottles of various kinds of alcohol was left at the check-in desk. A 36-year-old male had taken
a bathroom break and when he returned he saw agents going through his backpack. He denied
it was his, but his name tag was on the handle of the bag.
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North Star Youth Court & Mediation

Our Vision:
North Star Youth Court aims to engage victims, offenders, and the community to restore relationships and
reduce the recidivism rate of offenders through an immediate and direct response to juvenile crime. Youth
learn about the legal system, mediation, and substance abuse. North Star Youth Court promotes community
service and leadership and encourages personal accountability and responsibility.

Our Mission:
North Star Youth Court keeps youth out of jail. We reduce juvenile crime and substance abuse and promote
restorative justice and alternative dispute resolution which results in stronger, more secure youth and safer
communities.

“Youth Court has been a chance for me to meet teens who are like me in many ways, except that they’ve made a major
mistake. My experience as an attorney and judge has taught me that just one slip-up can greatly affect a teen’s life.
I’m happy that I’ve had the opportunity to give my fellow youth a second chance and to provide them with the
encouragement they need to get their lives on the right track.”
--Maura, age 17

Alaska State Troopers
Bureau of Highway Patrol
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The Bureau is responsible for Highway Law Enforcement. Our primary mission is impaired driving enforcement,
aggressive driving and speeding, occupant protection, collision investigations, and anything that happens on the
highway. - Captain Hans Brinke, Bureau Commander

Report Every Dangerous Driver Immediately

It’s called a REDDI report and it applies not just to alcohol or drug impaired drivers. It applies to every
dangerous driver. This means a behavior or action that creates a substantial unjustifiable risk to others
such as distracted driving, fatigued driving, aggressive driving and speeding, or combinations of dangerous
driving behaviors. Some examples may include; texting while driving, speeding and passing in no passing
zones, or forcing vehicles off the road. Dangerous driving is not just simple violations like driving without
headlights turned on, burned out head or taillights, speeding, drifting or weaving between or hugging the lines.
To make a REDDI report, dial 911 and tell the dispatcher you are making a REDDI report. You will need
to give them a description of the dangerous vehicle with the license plate if you have it, a location and
direction of travel, and a description of the dangerous driving behavior. Dangerous driving is serious and
will be treated as such by our law enforcement officers.
Traffic safety is not just the responsibility of law enforcement; rather it is every citizen’s responsibility to
keep our roadways safe.
Dial 911 and Report Every Dangerous Driver Immediately!
-Captain Hans Brinke
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Zack Mohs Road to Recovery
I called my mother immediately. She had a plane ticket
purchased for me and was getting ready to give me a ride
to the airport within minutes. I couldn’t think. I couldn’t
function. I grabbed a bag and threw some clothes and my
Bible in with my toothbrush.
The flight to Anchorage was painstakingly slow. A layover in Seattle didn’t help. I felt like a zombie. I started
thinking ‘Would I have two services, one in MN and one
in AK?” And then would silently yell at myself in my
head to stop! He isn’t gone yet! I opened my Bible randomly and letters floated off the page and got big and
dark. Psalm 118:8. I had no idea what it meant then but it
would prove to be of great comfort very soon.
I asked everyone I encountered to pray for my son Zack.
The flight attendant, the guest next to me on the plane,
the cab driver that sped me to the hospital. I made it up
to the Adult Critical Care Unit before noon the next day.
With the three hour time difference it was roughly nine
hours since I spoke to Dr. Moore. Was Zack still alive?

September 20th, 2012 was a beautiful autumn day in Minnesota. My daughter Molly and I had gone to the Riverview Theatre in Minneapolis to catch a movie. I had just
started a great job as an accounting officer for the Minneapolis Veterans Home and Molly had just begun her
sophomore semester at college. My goal was to get her
through college with minimal student loans, so this new
job of mine was really appreciated. Life was good until a
knock on my front door around midnight.
Two police officers were standing on my front steps and
all I could think was Molly got hurt. She had taken my car
after the show to meet up with some friends. But it wasn’t
Molly that got hurt that night. It was my son Zack, thousands of miles away in Anchorage, Alaska.
I had left my cellphone plugged in to charge, so missed
the frantic calls from Zack’s best friend and roommate.
Ten missed calls. The police at the door had given me the
number to the Anchorage Police Department. I called,
shaking so hard I could barely breathe. I mean, c’mon, this
can’t be good. And it wasn’t. Zachary was involved in an
accident and I needed to call Providence Medical Center
right away. Dr. Moore sounded frightened and exhausted.
“Extremely Critical. We had to amputate his leg. We will
try to keep him alive until you get here.” These phrases
are all I remember of that conversation.

Sitting in the waiting room was my dearest friend from
Alaska (I had lived in the Valley for many years) and another mutual friend. I didn’t even wonder how they knew
about Zack’s accident; I was just so overwhelmed to know
I was not alone.
After a blur of checking in with the front desk and speaking with Dr. Moore, I was led back to Zack’s room. I
was warned about his appearance and that he was in a
deep coma. But when I walked in I didn’t see any of the
multiple hoses and wires, machines, etc. I think because
I looked at him through a mother’s eyes. I saw my son.
And he was alive. I began to pray immediately. From the
top of his head to the tip of his toes. Lord heal my son.
I closed my eyes and saw him smiling. I knew then what
doctors would tell me would not happen. My son would
survive this and be okay.

Zack Mohs, 27, was severly injured in a hit-and-run accident
while walking at the intersection of Arctic and Tudor shortly
after 8:00 p.m. on September 20, 2012.

Hit and Run Victim Struggles Back From String of Severe Injuries
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I don’t think I was told about the brain injury. Or the
spinal cord injury. Maybe I didn’t want to hear it so I
blocked it out. I just figured he would wake up. Seriously,
I thought the amputated leg was the biggest of our problems. Boy was I wrong. God had a bigger job than I had
imagined here.
Over the course of several hours Zack’s sisters Molly
and Amanda and his father Jeff and his son Jesse, Zack’s
younger brother, arrived in Anchorage from all over the
lower 48.
All assembled, we found shelter and transportation. We
also learned quickly that Zack had the most amazing
friends. Within days they were fundraising, providing
meals, support, hugs, rides, and clothes, whatever we
needed. We also met the man that I credit with saving
Zack’s life. He tied a tourniquet where Zack’s foot had
been severed by the car.
After the initial shock was wearing off and the reality
of Zack being so severely injured settling in, we wanted
answers. Who did this?

As Zack lay in a hospital bed for four months, his sister
and brother, with the help of friends, worked on clearing
out his apartment and caring for his two dogs. We had to
get the dogs to a vet for the airline required documents,
buy kennels and ship them to Minnesota to stay with family. Zack would have to leave Alaska to receive the intense
therapy he would need. Zack initially displayed ‘locked-in
syndrome’ – which means unable to communicate – but by
the Grace of God he slowly began to come back to us.

At the accident scene, police found
parts of the 1984 red Pontiac Fiero that
slammed into Mohs.
A month later, police arrested Luke M.
Jerde, 20, who said he was in the process
of buying the car. He had hid the vehicle
in the woods near his mother’s home and
attempted to get it fixed so he would not
get caught.
Jerde, of Anchorage, told police he did
not see Mohs because the windshield
wipers were not working.
He was charged with felony assault,
reckless driving, leaving the scene of an
accident (failing to render aid), tampering with evidence and driving without
insurance.
The driver had a history of driving offenses. He had
caused a head-on collision on August 31st, while driving
another car just a month before he hit my son. Why was
he still on the road?

I stayed with my son every day in Anchorage. I lost my
health insurance and my job. I figured I could get another
job someday. But I could not get another son. I told Zack
from the first day, “I will never leave you, and you will not
go through this alone.” Watching him suffer in extreme
pain was awful. He was not responding to us yet. He
would sweat and his heart rate was off the charts at times.
Day in and day out for weeks we watched this. At one
point I whispered in his ear “it’s okay honey, if you need to
go, Mom will be okay.” I was lying though. I would not
be okay. And then one day he opened his eyes, looked at his
sister and said “I love you.” I was just coming back from
grabbing yet another cup of coffee when Molly motioned
to me with her hand to hurry and I looked down to hear
my son so very faintly say “I love you, Mom.” And then he
said…”I miss Heaven.” God held him for me through that
awful time. And then He gave him back to me.

Who did this to my son?

76

Zack Makes Progress With Lots of Love and Support

He was released from St. Elias Specialty Hospital, under
the most excellent care of Dr. Terry Lester, with 57 diagnoses.

Ken Krasselt was not the
first person to see Zack
lying in the street. He
was just the first to stop.
This 85-year-old WWII
Vetern saved Zack’s life
by taking off his belt
and putting a tourniquet
on Zack’s leg to try and
stop the bleeding.

On January 31st, 2013, Zack was medically stable enough
to be medevac’d to St. Paul Minnesota for rehab therapy.

It has been almost nine months since that horrible night.
Zack is still not able to leave the rehab facility. He is now
waiting for his trial prosthetic and living at Courage Center in Golden Valley, MN.
His cognitive function has returned, however he has very
low scores in many areas of brain function. His short
term memory is practically non-existent and he suffers
from constant fatigue and post-traumatic seizures. Physically, his body is still healing. He lost control of his bladder and bowels, heterotopic ossification in his elbow and a
brachial plexus nerve injury stops him from using his left
arm. We don’t yet know how much walking he will be able
to do. He also has scoliosis of the spine from the vertebrae
fractures.
Zack has been determined “totally and permanently disabled” by the Social Security Administration. My beautiful
27-year-old son, his dreams, plans and livelihood robbed
from him by a selfish and irresponsible punk. We must
do something about pedestrian safety in Anchorage. This
should never have happened. The driver’s record shows he
should not have had a license. Sober or not, you don’t hit
another person, drag them under your car and leave them
to die. Zack was bloody and nude when he was found. His
clothes and foot ripped from his body by the car. Zack had
tire tread mark bruises on his left side for weeks. And we
will never know if the driver was sober or not.

Zack getting fitted and
standing on his first
prosthetic! June 17th

On July 1, 2013 Zack took his
first step. He said it felt easier
than he thought it would.
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Our Story of Hope
But this is a story of hope. Hope that I will never give up
on. Hope my son will walk again, play the guitar again,
and maybe even skateboard again. And hope that justice is
served and the driver receives punishment for this horrific
crime.
- Cheryl YoungZack grabbed a sharpie and wrote this on the wall

Zack doing what he loves! Soaring high on
his skateboard. He hopes to return to skate
boarding in the future.

We have set up a trust account for Zack. If you would like to
help him there are a couple of options:
By check:
Zachary Mohs Trust
Lake Elmo Bank
Attn: Kris Young

A young Zack, full of hopes and dreams.

11465 39th St. N
Lake Elmo, MN 55042

Tax Deductible Donations through
Wiggle Your Toes Foundation:
Online: http://www.wiggleyourtoes.org/donate/zack

or mail:
Wiggle Your Toes
Zack Mohs fund
PO Box 385141
Bloomington, MN 55438

Zack and his sisters, Molly and Amanda
and his mom Cheryl Young

78

Teens Tell Their Stories

In 2009-2010, my best friend and I lived in Bethel. My friend had fallen into peer pressure and plunged into a deep
and dark trip of depression. He started drinking alcohol, at first it wasn’t often. Then he started drinking daily and soon
started dipping and smoking weed and tobacco. Eventually, it got to snorting substances I believe were cocaine. He even
started talking about ending his life. Not only did my friend lose all of his friends, but also lost scholarships, a record
deal, his family and finally his life. It had affected me very strongly and I’m sure it affected all of the residents of Bethel as
well.
-Karl
Alcohol has a big impact in the villages. It is very addicting once you start. It is a very hard habit to break. I have seen
the effects of alcohol on my Mom and Dad. When they start drinking, they end up getting into fights. It not only
affected me, but my brothers and sisters as well. What we’ve experienced was called domestic violence. These things
can change you. I didn’t hate my parents but I was very scared for me and my brothers and sisters. I also was very
worried about my parents and afraid they would kill each other. But they haven’t yet.

-B.

Why do my parents drink?
They fight when they drink. I hate it!
I just shut my door and turn up my music.
-A.

A 19-year-old man was killed when his dirt bike
collided head-on with a pickup Sunday morning near Nome, troopers said.
William Booth, 19, was pronounced dead at
Norton Sound Regional Hospital. The accident
was reported at 4:10 a.m. about 3 miles north of
Nome. He had recently left a party and was riding a dirt bike, with his helmet on. The dirtbike
didn’t have a headlight and he collided with an
oncoming pickup. Troopers suspected alcohol
and marijuana and high speed caused the crash.
Anonymous
My dad was always drinking and he was always mad
at everyone. He started to age and now he looks like
a zombie. He finally quit and hasn’t had a drink in
two years.

-S.

Alcohol makes you a LOSER. Some people try to be nice to alcoholics by telling them its ok, just quit. The facts are that
if you start drinking like a mad man in high school, you are going to be a loser for the rest of your life. I had a friend
that went to Lathrop, he wasn’t the smartest kid, but was in JROTC and did the right things. He wanted to join the Army
to serve his country but he lost his focus one day and just started drinking. I don’t know if it was because he was
depressed or if he just thought it was fun, but he screwed up bad. Now he doesn’t go to school, he can’t join the Army, so
he is stuck. People need to tell alcoholics how it is because if you don’t scare them into cleaning up their act, that’s just
one more loser on the streets begging for money for his next bottle.

Anonymous

Are You Listening?

Does Anyone Care?
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Alcohol, poison, diseases and more; You started it, but the question is; when will it stop? Hurting others, denying what
you know is the truth, speaking lies, and not caring about the risks. You’re trying to make it seem like you’re cool, but
inside, you’re dying, silently crying, and afraid to even take the first sip. It may not seem like it’s affecting the person handing it to you, but really it is. They hold that bottle to seem braver and to act like the leader. They have their own issues and
their own fears. They smile in shame and laugh with sorrow. But they have the guts to face you and act like everything is
ok? You know everything isn’t. You’re afraid to go home and face the consequences that are there waiting for you. Your
family cries and argues with you over and over again. When the truth is, they were caring the whole time. But yet, you
don’t listen. In your head you’re just thinking about what to do next, or what you should say. Every time you speak, the
person yelling at you doesn’t even hear the words you say. They are too busy thinking about everything they need to say.
They can only yell so much, hoping you got the point. You go to your room. Most of us run away yet again. When we
finally get to a place where we feel safe, we think about what we’ve done. How we wish we wouldn’t have done it, and how
we wish we could take it all back! Some of us laugh and act like it was a one-time thing, yet later in life are addicted. “Only
weekends,” some say. A weekend can lead to so many broken rules! Everything can change.
It’s your body, your life, but it’s never too late to change.
-C. in Fairbanks

All of my family members drink alcohol.
Everyone is drunk almost every night. It
used to be they drank on weekends but now
it’s all the time. Five out of six of them died
because of it. My uncle shot himself in the
head. My aunt murdered her father. My
parents died in a boating \accident and my
other aunt died of a heart attack, all because
of alcohol. I have friends who have a family
like mine too. It seems everyone we know
drinks alcohol. My parents used to leave me
alone when I was little, and go buy alcohol.
I was scared they might not come back.
-B. in a village in Alaska

My Dad drinks. Not as much as he used to, but he still does. Alcohol causes many problems with families. My experiences with alcohol have only been about my Dad. Whenever he’s been drinking, I can always tell. He gets mad about most
things without having been drinking, but when he’s been drinking, he gets furious. Any little thing will set him off. It is
sad. He can’t control it after he drinks. But he can control how much he drinks... and he chooses whatever amount he
wants. I find it scary when he drinks, because there’s been bad experiences before, and so I always think...”What’s gonna
happen this time?” You never know what someone will do when they’re under the influence of alcohol. That’s what scares
me the most. I hope he’ll cut down, and maybe even stop drinking. That’d be a blessing.
- D. A teen in Alaska
My mom actually gave me my first drink when I was about 9 years old. I told some friends when I was a teen and they
wished they had a cool mom like me. We could party at my house any time we wanted. Well, my cool mom was stopped
for DUI several times and then she had an accident and hurt someone very bad. My friends and I don’t thinks she’s so
cool now. She almost had to go to jail. I felt really sorry for her.
-K. in Alaska
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Forget Me Not Mission

At A Glance 2006-2013

Forget Me Not Mission, Inc.
Don’t Drive
Impaired or Distracted!

It’s a Dead End!

www.forgetmenotmission.com
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Every 15 Minutes - 2012
It’s almost the end of the 2012 school year, and high school prom is this Saturday night. In preparation for prom and graduation,
the high school hosted “Every 15 minutes” a mock drill of a deadly drunken driving car accident in its parking lot two days last
week. Then, on Tuesday of this week, the Seward Prevention Coalition held a town meeting in which some 60 people attended,
focusing on underage drinking, and how to prevent it.
The two-day long event at the high school was truly a shocking and memorable experience for the 18 volunteers who participated,
for their classmates and parents. The students witnessed an extremely realistic-looking crash scene, bloodied friends and classmates
being cut out of their cars and taken away in an ambulance on gurneys. They saw one of their friends handcuffed and taken to
jail downtown, and they attended court later in the afternoon to see her tried and sentenced. The girl, Jessica Stallings, spent
seven hours in an actual jail, unable to stomach the very idea of jail food. Meanwhile, the teens who were not volunteers saw their
classrooms visited by the “Grim Reaper”. At an assembly on Friday, the “living dead” students reappeared on stage to grateful
applause. All listened as community member Bruce Knofel told them about the crash that killed his wife Ann, (their former school
psychologist) and badly injured him on the Seward Highway in 2009. They also heard from Mike Glaser, who spent eight years in
jail after causing a fatal accident on April 19, 2000 that killed Ladd Macaulay and Martin Richard while Mike Glaser was driving
drunk on the Seward Highway. And teacher Kyle Schneider told how his good friend had died in an accident at 21. All warned
that making a single bad choice, to drink and drive, or let a friend do it, could have terrible lasting consequences that reverberates
through everyone in the community.

I want to tell you about the two worst phone calls I have ever made in my life. By Bruce Knofel
These calls were made on July 27, 2009 (almost 2 years and 9 months ago). At the time I was a patient at Providence hospital in Anchorage. I had
5 broken ribs, a shattered elbow, a punctured lung, cuts, bruises and a laceration on my skull sewed up with 10 to 15 stitches. I was in physical
pain but that was nothing compared to the emotional agony I was in. Twelve hours before, around 7:30 in the evening on the day of July 26th my
wife and I were traveling southbound on the Seward Highway (heading towards Seward from Anchorage). We were about 2 miles south of the
Girdwood turnoff when a vehicle came around a curve that we were approaching and slammed into us head on. That is how I got my injuries
and that is where Ann, my wife, was killed. She died of massive head injuries before they could extract her from our car. Now I was facing the
prospect of calling our children to tell them their Mother had been killed in a head-on collision and the police said that alcohol was involved.
How do you tell your children such news? It is so unexpected, so out of the blue, so emotionally violent. They knew we had been away on vacation
and were expecting a call from us to tell them what a great time we had. But not this!! My son lived in Richmond, Virginia and my Daughter
lived in Woodland, California near Sacramento. It was doubly hard to call my daughter because just a month before we had gotten a call from her
telling us that she was expecting a baby. This would be her first child and our first grandchild. My wife had hoped and prayed for that call for a
long time. I have a picture taped to my refrigerator of Ann as she was talking with our daughter; the joy on her face is beyond description. But
now as I made this call all I could think of is that in six months Sarah would give birth to her baby but her Mom wouldn’t be there to help or to
celebrate. She wouldn’t get to hold the baby or give her grandmotherly advice. In a split second out on the Seward Highway because a young man
decided to drink and drive that opportunity was taken away forever. So what could I say? What could anyone say?

On the day of the collision we were having such a quiet peaceful ride. We didn’t even have the radio on. We were just enjoying the good feelings
of having just spent a lovely vacation together and were looking forward to getting back home. Ann was the school psychologist for the Seward
schools and also served Moose Pass, Cooper Landing and Hope. She was looking forward to the start of a new school year. I remember patting her
arm and smiling at her just a few minutes before we came to the curve.
As we approached the curve we were on a straight section of road with guard rails on both sides. Then all of a sudden this vehicle came around
the curve fully in our lane. I remember thinking, “what is that doing there? It is going to hit us, there is nowhere for me to go.” In these moments
leading up to the collision it was like watching a slow motion black and white movie.
Then the collision: I heard a loud crushing sound and felt the impact and then everything went black. The next thing I knew I woke up inside our
crumpled, twisted car. Glass was all around me. I could hear the ripping and tearing of the car as the rescue team used the Jaws of Life to get me
out. Someone was asking me questions and I saw Ann’s body lying next to me. I could hear myself yelling, “Don’t leave me Ann…don’t leave me
Ann”. I wanted to reach over and touch her but my arm was numb and I couldn’t move it. The rescue people lifted me out of the car and that was
the last time I saw my wife.
Why am I telling you all this? It is not because I want you to feel sorry for me (I do a good job of that all by myself). I am telling you this so I can
ask you to never drink and drive and to do everything in your power to help your friends to not drink and drive.
From the testimony at the trial of the young man who hit us it was clear that he had spent the day with two friends on the Kenai River. He was
seen drinking there. He then chose to get into his truck and drive to Anchorage and his friends didn’t stop him. At the point when he slammed
into our car his blood alcohol level was .317. That is almost 4 times the legal limit. His choice and his friend’s inaction cost Ann her life and has
changed my life and many others forever.
Some day we are all going to die but Ann didn’t need to die that day. She had so much more to live for and so much to give; to her family, to her
friends, to this school and to this community. But on July 26th 2009 when that young man decided to drink and drive, he took all that away from us.
At the end of the trial the jury convicted this young man of 1st degree Manslaughter, 1st degree assault and DUI and missed convicting him of
2nd degree murder by only one juror. Obviously the state of Alaska and the citizens of this state do not take the choice to drink and drive lightly.
While the state was preparing a re-trial in their continued effort to get a conviction of 2nd degree murder the young man changed his plea to
guilty for 2nd degree murder and that is what he will be sentenced for.
But I want to make a very important point: They did not convict this young man of being a horrible, evil person … nor do I. They convicted him
of his horrible decision to do what he did on July 26th 2009 and that was to drink and then drive.
At the end of the trial I sat in the court room and watched the jailors handcuff this young man and lead him out of the room and off to jail where
he will spend many years of his life. I could hear his mother’s muffled cries as we watched this scene. I quietly cried with her. What a loss, what
a waste for all of us. And it was all so unnecessary… if only he had made a different decision that day. If only he had decided not to drive after
drinking or to not drink at all. Either decision would have spared us all … If only!
The reality is we can not undo his decision. This young man and I are going to have to live with the consequences of his decision for the rest
of our lives. But if you and I can learn from this experience and if we can pass it on to others maybe some day no one else will have to make or
receive such phone calls with the devastating news I had to tell my daughter and son.
Please join me in deciding that from this day forward we will make daily choices that give life to ourselves and to others instead of taking life
away. Specifically join me in making a promise to never drive impaired or distracted. Lets be the best and most attentive drivers we can possibly be
and encourage others to do the same.
Please look at Ann’s Memorial on page 159. -Bruce Knofel

Every 15 Minutes realistic-looking crash at Seward High on April 12, 2012
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Alcohol Poisoning Claims Teen’s Life

The last time his mother saw him alive, Adrian Wayne Hartman told her things were going really well. He had a ride to work
the next day, so he didn’t need her to drive him. But he would come over after work to pick up his dog. His mother, Brenda Nice, said
that maybe his dad would fire up the barbecue when he came by, something that Hartman thought would be great.
Nice told Hartman to stay safe, and they each said, I love you,” before Nice went home and Hartman, like many teens, spent some
of his Friday night drinking.
By the time his roommate found him Saturday morning, the 17-year-old Wasilla youth was dead.
When Alaska State Troopers responded to the 911 call on Dean Drive at about 9 a.m., there was no point in trying to revive him,
according to Greg Wilkinson, a trooper spokesman. Hartman died of acute alcohol poisoning on April 1, 2006, sometime during
the night, according to the state medical examiner.
Adrian Hartman was a normal teen, a first son, a child who made his mother grow up when she gave birth to him at 21.
“He was a healthy, beautiful, wonderful person,” said Nice. “But he was a risk-taker. He thought he was bullet-proof.”
Hartman went to Goose Bay Elementary School, Wasilla Middle School and Burchell High School. He worked at Carl’s Jr. for
about a year, dressed in the Uncle Sam costume for his job as a waver at Liberty Tax Service, and had another job lined up, Nice said.
Like Nice, he was small, she said, but he wanted to prove to the world that he was big. He was a well-loved, good boy who wanted
to be part of the crowd, just like so many other teens in the Valley, she said. And, like so many teens Nice knows, her son went
binge-drinking on weekends.
“I lost someone I absolutely loved,” Nice said. “The alcohol was too overwhelming for his little body. He just stopped breathing.”
After a couple of hours drinking Friday night, Hartman stepped outside the party house to relieve himself, according to Wilkinson. Hartman’s roommate found him passed out on the porch, put him in the car and drove him to their place on Dean Drive. The
roommate lay Hartman on his side, so if he vomited he wouldn’t choke.
Nice places no blame on the roommate, calling her a sweet, wonderful girl. But she hopes her son’s death can be a lesson for other
teens and their parents.
Hartman left home because his parents didn’t want him in the house while he was under the influence of alcohol, and he couldn’t
abide by their rules or admit he might have a problem. “We threatened to put him in rehab, and he ran away.” Nice said.
“Adrian thought he could do it by himself, that he didn’t need help, didn’t need counseling, didn’t need AA. He said he just did it on
weekends.”
Nice doesn’t want any other parent to have to endure the heartbreak she’s suffering.
“I know a lot of kids who party ‘til they drop,” she said. “Parents trust children because we want to. Tell parents to hug their children a little tighter and to know what they are doing, because you never know what will happen.”

Heavy Drinking Kills One In Four
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Brenda Nice, as a mother and a pre-school teacher, knows a lot of children in the Valley. She doesn’t want any of those children’s
parents to lose a child to alcohol poisoning, the way she recently lost her 17-year-old son, Adrian Hartman.
“But so many teens binge drink,” Nice said, she is sure it will happen again. Statistics back her up.
People with alcohol poisoning have a one in four chance of not making it,” said Dr. John Boston, a local internist.
Alcohol poisoning, a dangerously high level of alcohol in the bloodstream, can happen to anyone at any age, but teens may be less
aware of the signs of danger.
“The signs that someone’s drinking has gone beyond a buzz start with lethargy and maybe vomiting,” he said.
“In social situations, where some people toss back shot after shot of hard liquor, an astounding amount of alcohol can end up in
their bloodstreams,” he said.
In Alaska, and in most states, the legal limit for driving under the influence is .08 percent blood of breath alcohol content. Boston
said he has seen levels as high as .35 in binge drinkers.
“A general rule of thumb to establish whether someone has just passed out or needs immediate medical care, is whether you can
wake them up,” he said. “If someone wakes up enough that you can talk to them, they probably don’t have alcohol poisoning and are
somewhat OK,” he said. “Wake them up and find out if they are still in there,” Boston said.
“Even if an intoxicated person doesn’t have alcohol poisoning, if unconscious, they can lose their gag reflex and are in danger
of throwing up, breathing the fluid into their lungs and drowning in their own vomit,” he said. “If you try to rouse someone from
a stupor and they don’t wake up, if you lift their arm and it just drops straight to the ground, call 911 and get them to the hospital
immediately,” he said. “Other signs of danger include slowed breathing with an increase in heart rate,” he said. “The heart rate kicks
up as the stress gets worse,” he said.
The high of an alcohol bender descends into seizures and hallucinations during withdrawal, and in extreme cases, the need for
kidney dialysis, Boston said. Twenty-five percent of people who go through alcohol withdrawal without medical treatment die.
“The sobering effects of coffee is a myth that lingers,” he said. Only time will clear alcohol out of your system.
“At the hospital, doctors push in literally liters of fluids to rehydrate an alcohol-saturated body, give medications and sometimes
even flush the stomach,” Boston said.
Brenda Nice wants more teens to know what they are doing
when they make the choice to spend a weekend drinking.
I want everyone to know you’re playing Russian roulette with
your life,” she said.

Source: Mat-Valley Frontiersman, Anchorage Daily News, KTUU
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“The next thing I knew

The Story of

Racheal Ramage
A 1999 Colony High School Graduate

The day was April 18th, 1999, two days before
my nineteenth birthday. I was a senior in high school
and working part-time on the weekends at Palmer
McDonalds’ and had to be at work at 5:00 a.m. I was
a weekend breakfast manager. I remember heading
out the door and not wanting to leave the house. I
walked to my car and felt an uneasiness so I went
back in the house to have my mom watch me leave.
She too had an early morning for she worked at 6:00
a.m. that day. As I drove toward work, it felt like any
other early morning. I stopped at the four-way stop
and turned right heading down winding Trunk Road.
Meanwhile, a 20-year-old military man was heading
to a friend’s house after drinking at our local bars and
deciding to get behind the wheel of his truck and
head down the same road I was on. I headed down the
road and saw headlights coming straight for me and
I don’t remember the rest…I vaguely remember the
paramedics calming me down and trying to get me out
while I screamed because of the intense pain.
The next thing I knew I was in the hospital
and all my loved ones were there and I was headed into
surgery. This is what happened and what I still can’t
remember to this day: The drunk driver hit me head
on; he sprained his ankle, my femur bone broke in three
places, my bladder punctured, my face was torn apart
from the windshield, the steering wheel had me pinned
down and the Jaws of Life had to be used to remove the
roof of my car in order for me to get out. But, I was
alive, thankfully! Later I would find out that it is hard
to be a survivor of a crash like that. It is a blessing,
please don’t get me wrong. Every day I thank God for
saving me that morning. It was a challenge to learn
to walk again and deal with the pain that it caused
physically and emotionally. The biggest challenge was
coming to terms with the fact that all of this could
have been avoided if that young man did not drive
while intoxicated. I know that it was a choice he would
take back any day, for his military career was done and
in court proceedings later, after the crash, he is now
a felon for the rest of his life, for what? A night of
fun? With a simple call for a cab or a ride from a sober
friend this could all have been avoided.

With a simple call for a cab or a ride from a sober friend this could all
have been avoided.

I was in the hospital.”
Over ten years later, I am a happy 31-year-old
woman with everything going for me. I have learned
that things happen for a reason and through our trials
in life we overcome and learn from them. I live with the
scars on my face, my stomach, and the large scar due
to my hip surgery. Sometimes I can even feel the three
metal pins holding my femur bone all together, and it
makes me think I have just won a battle! Just last night
I had a dream about witnessing someone driving drunk
and I took my stand and told my story. Not sure why I
dreamed that and then I was e-mailed to write this story.
To this day I am so thankful for my parents, siblings, and
friends who stood by my side through the healing process.
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CRASH DETAILS
Victim:

Racheal Ramage

Date:

04-18-1999

Location:

Trunk Road,
Palmer

Injuries:

Broken Femur,
Punctured Bladder,
Cut Face, Sprained
Ankle

Racheal Ramage
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I am so thankful for my parents, siblings, and friends who stood by my side
through the healing process.
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Many Sad Days In Alaska...

Judge John Reese sentenced Morris King, 17, to eight years in prison for killing Michele Stround and Kristie Boyd, both 22, while he
was driving drunk on August 17, 1991. King ran a red light at Benson and A street in Anchorage, hitting the car the women were
riding in. (Court View)
March 8, 2000, Donna Jones was killed when a drunk driver ran a red light, at I street and West 5th Ave in Anchorage, striking the
driver’s door. The drunk driver had a BAC of .113 and was convicted of Criminally Negligent Homicide and DWI. (AHSO)
July 12, 2000, two teenagers --15-year-old Kevin Blake and 11-year-old Kenneth Dramer --were killed when a drunk driver crossed
the center line of Portage Glacier Rd., near Girdwood, and crashed into their sedan. The driver’s side of the sedan was torn from
the vehicle.
Seventeen year old, Chaz Crabb was killed by a drunk driver on July 23, 2000. Crabb was visiting his uncle and grandparents at the
time of the crash. The drunk driver, Michelle Pungowiyi, had run through a stop sign when she hit Crabb. Michelle had already
received three previous DWI convictions. Although she pleaded to no contest to the charges of driving under the influence and
manslaughter, she got her license permanently revoked and was sent to prison for 13 years. She apologized to the Crabb family and
said she wished she had died instead of him.
In Anchorage, a teen was pronounced dead after an alcohol related accident at approximately 4 a.m. on a Saturday morning. The 22year-old driver failed to make a curve while driving a 1996 Ford Probe at high speeds on Rabbit Creek Road near Bay View Drive.
The two passengers were not wearing seat belts and were both thrown from the rolling vehicle. One of the passengers, a 17-year
old boy, was pronounced dead at the scene, while the other passenger, a girl, suffered serious, but not life threatening injuries. Neither of the survivors would tell the police the location of the underage drinking party they had come from.
September 22, 2000, two days after her 16th birthday, Chelsea Foster was killed by a drunk driver. Chelsea had snuck out of her
house to be with her boyfriend who picked her up in his ‘93 Chevy; another friend sat in the back seat. As they were driving back
to Chelsea’s house south on Lake Otis at a high rate of speed, the car struck a curb, spun out of control, hit a guard rail and came
to rest with the passenger side wrapped around a light pole. The driver and back seat passenger were ejected. Chelsea was pinned
inside and killed by the impact. Blood alcohol tests revealed that the driver had a blood alcohol lovel of .145. (AHSO)
Superior Court Judge Paul Lyle sentenced Jessica Paul, 22, to serve three years in prison after she drove drunk and hit a 4-year-old
boy riding on his Big Wheel. It was August 2008, in Fairbanks, when Jessica Paul was drinking at a park, got behind the wheel and
forever changed the lives of Phillip Lara’s family. Phillip sustained serious injuries and died about a month later at a Seattle hospital,
a few weeks after his fifth birthday. (Fairbanks News Miner: December 2, 2009)
October 15, 2000, Parks Hwy; 20-year-old Dalton Thomas was killed and a passenger was injured when he lost control of the car,
veered off the highway and rolled numerous times. Thomas had been consuming beer while he was driving from Anchorage to
Nenana. The passenger had purchased the alcohol for Thomas and allowed him to drink in her presence. The passenger faces
charges of Furnishing Alcohol to a Minor and Criminally Negligent Homicide. (AHSO)

“What in life can be more
frightening than a police
officer with bowed head and
reluctant gait approaching
the home of parents of an
overdue teenager?”
Lt. Dave Parker, APD

“Without a doubt, the most
difficult duty I ever had as a
police officer was knocking
on a door to tell someone
that a loved one will never
be home again.”
Walt Monegan, retired APD

Teen Drivers
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Every year in Alaska teen drivers make up 20% of all fatality and major injury crashes.
Ever wonder why insurance is so high for new drivers? The motor vehicle insurance industry figured this out long ago;
teen or young drivers do not have the luxury of experience in the many situations we encounter while driving, they tend
to be more aggressive drivers, the number caught driving while impaired is increasing, they often drive while distracted,
and the proof is the National Highway Traffic Safety Administration Statistic that Motor Vehicle Crashes are the LEADING cause of deaths in the United States for people ages 15 – 20.
As useful as technology is in today’s society, it also is one of the leading distractions for drivers. Cell phones, MP3 players, and laptop computers seem to be on a collision course with legislative law changes. Every motor vehicle crash that is
investigated by law enforcement contains a section describing the reasons for the crash. For years the leading cause was
speeding, but that is being over-shadowed by “Driver Distracted”. Because of this, our law makers are being faced with
tough decisions and will most likely impose laws on us that forbid the use of these devices. One medical study proved
that talking on a cell phone while driving was the one thing the brain could not separate and allow you to multi-task. We
seem to be driving by unconscious thought and luck, but as we in law enforcement have seen, unfortunately luck eventually runs out.
Thomas Remaley, Chief of Police, Palmer Police Department

Palmer Police Department
In the past three years we have arrested over 200 teen and young adults for Minor Consuming Alcohol, responded to 383 motor vehicle accidents with no injuries, and an additional 118 with injuries AND we’re a small town!
Nationally
•
•

Someone is killed in an alcohol related crash every 33 minutes.
Auto related crashes are the leading cause of death in teenagers.
•

133 teenagers die every week in traffic crashes.

Twelve million undergraduate students drink FIVE BILLION cans of beer each year on college campuses. And we
know they didn’t all wait for college to start…2007 study

As young adults if you want to be taken seriously, then you’ll have to prove it.
Don’t make yourself one of our statistics through the use of poor choice.
Please drive both defensively and responsibly.
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“Our Children, Our Focus, Our Future”

561 N. Gulkana St.Palmer, Alaska 99645
Every year in October, during Red Ribbon Week, Sherrod Elementary students have a poster contest in which they design a poster
that depicts the dangers of drug use (including alcohol and tobacco) and the benefits of staying away from drugs.
Palmer Police Chief Boatright comes to the school to help other volunteers judge nearly 450 posters. This has been a Sherrod and
Palmer Police tradition for over 20 years.
The top winners from each grade level are then treated to lunch at a local restaurant. Lunch is followed by a field trip to the police
station where they meet the folks who work there, and they have a tour to see how dispatch and the police department function.
Faith Hundley, RN
Sherrod School Nurse

Sophie Wright, 1st Place, 3rd Grade, Mrs. Wilson

Jolie Manier, 1st Place, 5th Grade, Mrs. Jones

Maria Beck, 1st Place, 4th Grade, Mrs. Rozzi

Congratulations to the Winners!
We love your drawings!

“Congratulations to Sherrod Elementary School
for focusing on your student’s future. This is a very
important lesson that needs to be learned at a young
age. We are proud of the students at Sherrod for
drawing posters about the dangers of drug use!”
Royal & Nancy Bidwell, Forget Me Not Mission

Stay with us and be drug free

Teenage Mini Stories
I like to drink with my friends. We unwind from
the stress of school and our parents. It’s not hard
to get someone older to buy beer for us. I can’t say
that I like the taste of beer, but I still drink it with my
friends. We get relaxed but not drunk. Well I guess
that my girl friend said I was drunk and did some
stupid stuff, but I don’t remember it. My dad gets
drunk all the time and does stupid stuff.
My little sister wants to drink with us now, but she’s
only 12 so I said no. She said she’d tell my mom, so I
had to give her a sip! She spit it out and doesn’t want
any more.

Teen in Alaska
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We had a school presentation about the consequences of drunk driving last year. It was called
the Every 15 Minutes program. Some kids thought
it was lame, but I really liked the program. I have
friends who drink, drink and pass out, drive drunk
and go to a lot of drinking parties. I went once but
didn’t really like to see my friends like that. I told
my friend that I should video her and some others at
a party so she could see how she acts. But I wouldn’t
do that really. I just want my friends to stop drinking. Anyway, watching this program made me really
stop and think about drunk driving. I know I won’t
ever drive drunk!

Anchorage Teen

I used to do drugs and drink a lot but not anymore.
My best friend died from drinking too much alcohol
and driving. I miss her so much. I made a promise
when she died that I wouldn’t do that stuff anymore
and I haven’t.

I was at dinner with my parents at Brewhouse and I
saw one of my teachers and another lady at a table
drinking. They was drinking a lot. I wondered if
they were going to drive home drunk that night. I
never told my parents who she was. I’ve never told
anybody about this.

The worst thing that ever happened to me was when
I was driving and got arrested for a DUI. I hit a dog in
the road and ended up going into a yard right through
the fence. I was only 18. My parents were mad and
disappointed in me. I never drove drunk again.

I was on the football team and got kicked off when I
showed up for practice drunk. It happened a couple
of times and I finally lost my spot on the team. I’m in
rehab now and getting some help. I’m glad about it
because I want to play some more ball.

Mat Su Valley Teen

Teen in Fairbanks

Anchorage Teen

Teen in Anchorage
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High Alert! Ecstasy Use On The Rise
TEEN ECSTASY ADDICTION OVERVIEW

Club drugs affect the brain. The term “club drugs” refers to a wide variety of drugs often used at all-night dance
parties (“raves”), nightclubs, and concerts. Club drugs can damage the neurons in your brain, impairing your senses,
memory, judgment, and coordination.
Club drugs affect the body. Different club drugs have different effects on the body. Some common effects include loss
of muscle and motor control, blurred vision, and seizures. Club drugs like ecstasy are stimulants that increase your
heart rate and blood pressure and can lead to heart or kidney failure. Other club drugs, like GHB, are depressants that
can cause drowsiness, unconsciousness, or breathing problems.
Club drugs affect self-control. Club drugs like GHB and Rohypnol are used in “date rape” and other assaults because
they are sedatives that can make a person unconscious and immobilized. Rohypnol can cause a kind of amnesia--users
may not remember what they said or did while under the effects of the drug.
Club drugs are not always what they seem. Because club drugs are illegal and often produced in makeshift laboratories, it is impossible to know exactly what chemicals were used to produce them. How strong or dangerous any illegal
drug is varies each time.
Club drugs can kill. Higher doses of club drugs can cause severe breathing problems, coma, or even death.
How can you tell if a someone is using club drugs? Sometimes it’s tough to tell. But there are signs you can
look for. If your friend has one or more of the following warning signs, he or she may be using club drugs:
• Problems remembering things they recently said or did • Loss of coordination, dizziness, fainting • Depression •
Confusion • Sleep problems • Chills or sweating • Slurred speech

Source: MEDIAK

December 7, 1992 - April 5, 2008

Kala was a Freshman at East High School in Anchorage
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Source: MEDIAK
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My name is Brittany Brinkman. I’m a Junior at East High School in Anchorage. My story is about substance abuse.
I know what drugs and alcohol can do to you and how it affects your life. Drugs and alcohol can mess you up really
bad, make you do things that you don’t want to do, like stealing and get you kicked out of your own home by your family. How it affects you is that once you start you may have trouble stopping and you could end up homeless.
I have a cousin from the village, who is using Marijuana and drinking alcohol. He was sent to a youth facility. I think
he’s tried escaping. He was there because he was getting high and drunk all the time, skipping school, hanging with
the wrong crowd and stealing from home or the mall.
At first he couldn’t go home because he got kicked out. Now he is back at home with his mom, brothers and step dad.
He isn’t doing drugs or drinking alcohol anymore and I’m proud of him.
I have learned from his and other peoples mistakes. My cousin did so much when he was under the influence of both
drugs and alcohol. He was so smart in school, I don’t know why he would go and throw it all away for this stuff.
If you ever need help with trying to stop drinking and doing drugs, there are lots of places you can ask for help. First
try asking your teacher or school nurse or counselor.

Smoking Marijuana can ruin your life!

Source: MEDIAK
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Source: L.A.W. Publication

96

Why Do Teenage Boys Feel The Need To Drink Alcohol?

The Forget Me Not Mission asked over 250 teens all across Alaska and these are some of the answers we got!
“I’m a 16 year-old male and I only take a sip of alcohol on special occasions. I find it completely dumb that teenagers drink excessively like it’s a hobby! Don’t they have better things to do? I see people on Facebook post pics of themselves when they’re drunk
and wasted at friends’ houses and stuff, and they even post statuses when they’re hung over. And how stupid and naive are their parents that they don’t know what they’re own teens are up to? It just pisses me off because they are ruining their lives and they think
it’s cool. Why can’t they wait until they reach the legal age? Why must they drink at a young age? It’s disgusting and immoral. At
least I have morals and values. And don’t say that they drink to escape their problems because I don’t have a perfect life but I don’t
go drinking like some do.”
Mike, Anchorage
“Because if you don’t drink you don’t get invited to a lot of parties.” - Bob, Ninilchik
“Because you will like yourself a lot better when you are drunk. “ - Carl, Fairbanks
“Cuz it’s fun!!!” - Cory, Seward
“You only live once. Might as well have some fun!” - Jake, Soldotna
“I’m really shy, especially around girls and when I drink I lose that shyness and it’s great! I become very outgoing.
My friend drinks because he says he can forget his problems at home. Everyone has a different reason.” -T. in North Pole
“I’m 17 years old and some of my best memories, and yes I can remember them, are at a party where I was drunk with my friends. It’s
fun to just chill out with drinks and friends. We do this maybe 2-3 times a month.” -Brian, Chugiak/Eagle River
“My parents know I drink and they are ok with it. The said if it starts to become a problem where my grades start
to drop or I get in trouble with the police, then they won’t let me drink for a while.” - P. in Palmer
“Drinking Alcohol suggests a desire to have fun, to be wild, to be cool and also to be mature like an adult.” - Tok
“Because my friends drink and I want to hang out with them.” - Chris, Juneau
“Because my friends would think I was a wimp if I didn’t.” - Dale, Anchorage
“ I want the girls to like me and all the really popular guys drink and a lot of them do drugs too.” - Matt, Homer
“I see all the guys in the movies and on TV and they all drink. They all get the girls too.” - Sam, Wasilla

Why Do Teenage Girls Feel The Need To Drink Alcohol?
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The Forget Me Not Mission asked over 250 teens all across Alaska and these are some of the answers we got!

“If you want to be popular with the boys, you’ve got to drink at the parties.” -R.A. in Anchorage
“Because all the popular girls drink and I’m friends with a lot of popular girls.” - B. in Seward
“My mom wants me to be a cheerleader and be popular like she was in high school. She lets me have parties and
she buys the beer. She says she wants me drinking at home. She drank in high school and nothing happened.” -S. in Fairbanks
“I don’t want the other girls to think I am a goody-goody. I’m not a bad girl, but I like to party and have fun.” -Anna, Wasilla
“ My mom buys me all the latest designer clothes and lets me get my hair and nails done. I try not to drink too much and embarrass her in front
of her friends. I came home drunk one time and she had guests over. I snuck up to my room and went to bed. She said from then on I could only
drink once a month. Yeah, right! I am more careful now.” - D. in Soldotna
“I’m 19 and I think I am very responsible and can take care of myself. I plan on getting my own apartment and then I can have parties and don’t
have to worry about what my parents would say.” It’s fun to drink with my friends.” - K. in Homer
“My sister said if I wanted to hang out with her and her friends, then I had to drink too.’ - Little sis Julie, Fairbanks
“ I think I do better in school when I drink and do marijuanna. It helps me concentrate.” - Karen, Kenai
“ The boys like girls who will party with them! Nobody likes a loser.” - C. in North Pole
“I don’t like the taste of beer, but I do like orange juice and Vodka. The other kids think I’m so cool.” - Katie, Palmer
“I only drink on Wednesday nights when my parents go to church and I drink some on the weekends too. They never noticed that I drank some of
their alcohol from the bar in the family room.” - Anchorage

“Well, I started drinking when I was 15. For me, as with a lot of my friends, it was mostly the fact that we were doing something
we weren’t allowed to do. That forbiddenness thing, if you will. That said, I recently quit drinking simply because it’s just not
as fun anymore. I’m older now and have figured out that I want to be a nurse, so I have to study a lot now. Some of my friends
still enjoy it a lot, others not so much. Too much of anything gets boring, eventually. And it removes your inhibitions, allowing
you to not care about making a fool of yourself, which is kind of nice for some people who are really wound pretty tight. To each
their own. Take pride in the fact that you do what you want, and are strong enough with your own opinion to do so. If/when
people make fun of you, remind them simply that you do what you want, and don’t need other people’s approval to have a good
time. Eventually, people just respect you for having your own opinions.” -Jessica, Juneau






Think Before You Drink/Do Drugs and Drive
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----------All information reported in the Police Report is obtained from police departments’ or
Alaska State Trooper press releases.
Defendants are presumed innocent until or unless proven guilty----------

On 4/6/2012 at 11:09 p.m., Seward Meridian Pkwy. near Meridian Lp.; J. L.G., 18, Palmer and her passenger, A.F.M., 18,
Palmer, allegedly possessed psilocybin mushrooms and marijuana. Charges: MICS (Midconduct Involving a Controlled
Substance). Bail: $2,500 each.
On 4/8/2012 at 4:28 a.m., Palmer-Wasilla Hwy. near Shoreline Dr.; J.D.R., 20, Palmer, was stopped for having a headlight out and was allegedly found to possess methylphenidate and marijuana. Charges: MICS. Bail: $1,000.
On 3/25/2011 at approximately 10:26pm, Alaska State Troopers conducted a traffic stop on a sedan for an equipment
violation, on Bogard Road in Wasilla. The driver was identified as H.G., age 15 of Palmer. Investigation revealed he
was driving in violation of his instructional permit. He was issued a misdemeanor citation and provided with a court
date and released at the scene.
On 5/14/2011 at 4:23 am on Wolverine Road, F. S., 19, Palmer, drove a black pickup off the road, doing $3,000 damage. He was hospitalized briefly with minor injuries. He allegedly stole the vehicle and drove it drunk. Charges: DUI,
Minor Consuming Alcohol, and Minor Operating Consuming Alcohol, vehicle theft. Bail: $5,000.
On 4/21/2011, at 2:24 a.m., Equestrian St. near Kentucky Derby Dr.: L.L., 18, Wasilla, was summonsed at a traffic stop
for marijuana possession.
On 4/23/2011, at 4 p.m., troopers with the Bureau of Highway Patrol, South Central Team were investigating an incident near Amber Court in Wasilla. A 15-year-old male approached Troopers to ask for more information. During the
contact it was determined the fifteen-year-old had consumed alcohol. The male was given a citation to appear in court
and released to a family member.
On 8/31/2011 at approximately 9:20 p.m., Alaska State Troopers conducted a traffic stop on a blue Toyota Camry on
Hollywood Road near Vine Road, Wasilla for moving violations. The driver was identified as M.C.B. age 19, of Wasilla.
Investigation revealed his driver’s license was suspended for points violations. Further investigation revealed he possessed a controlled substance. B. was arrested for MICA (Misconduct Involving a Controlled Substance) in the 4th
Degree, and DWLS (Driving While License Suspended). He was transported and remanded to the Mat-Su Pre-Trial
Facility and held on $1,500 bail. The vehicle was released to a licensed driver.

During the 2011 Spring Clean-Up Day, Xavier Topkok holds the sign he found on Minnesota Drive; at the almost exact location where Shelly Reed
was killed in 1983 by a drunk driver. Xavior even went to West High School with Shelly. He and his group of volunteers call themselves The
Spenard Wrecking Crew and it’s their job to keep the trash along Minnesota Drive, from International to Raspberry, picked up. This is part of the
Adopt-a-Highway program to keep Alaska’s roads clean and free of trash. Thanks Spenard Wrecking Crew for doing such a good job!
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About the Campaign
So, who is That Guy? Each night
he’s on display somewhere, but makes
his most frequent appearances on the
weekends. He’s a regular guy, but
when he’s had a few too many drinks,
it shows. That Guy loses control, and
he may not remember it in the morning. That Guy applies to anyone who,
because of excessive drinking, behaves
in a manner that others do not want to
emulate or be around. In fact, women
can be That Guy too.
Society sends mixed signals to That
Guy. He’s just letting off some steam
after a hard day or week, right? Sometimes his friends and strangers encourage his behavior. Maybe, in the
moment, he feels like he’s funny or
popular. Sometimes he’s the life of the
party.
But is the crowd at the party, in the bar,
or on the town laughing with him or at
him? Are they finding excuses to move
elsewhere in the room? Is he embarrassing himself and others?

You don’t want to be That Guy!

Have You Encountered That Guy?
That Guy is funded by the
Department of Defense

When we see him in action, or see the
consequences he faces, he’s a reminder
to all of us: “Don’t let me be That
Guy.” The day after, when everyone’s
talking about his antics, we’re so glad
we weren’t That Guy.
If we become That Guy on occasion,
we regret it. If we’re That Guy all the
time, we need help. But the truth is, no
one wants to be That Guy.
That Guy is a multi-media campaign
that uses online and offline communication with the goal of reducing excessive
drinking among young servicemen. The
campaign encourages young enlisted
personnel to reject binge drinking
because it detracts from the things they
care about: family, friends, dating, sex,
money, and reputation.
The campaign uses humor to deliver
a serious message and provides viral
tools so you can be part of the effort to
eradicate That Guy.

The Top Five Signs You Might Be - That Guy:
1. You wake up with less hair, stomach contents, or self
esteem and fewer friends and teeth.
2. The last two things you remember hearing were
“Hey, watch this!” and a siren.
3. You wake up in the morning with 4 dollars and are
mad that you still had enough for one more shot.
4. You pick a fight with a trash can.
5. You believe vomiting is beneficial because it makes
room in your stomach for more beer.

Want to see more?

Visit www.thatguy.com
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The campaign is a reminder to
everyone: Don’t Be That Guy!
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“It wasn’t supposed to happen this way. I was supposed to die first”

The Story of

Kori Hornstein-Williams
September 29, 1976 - December 6, 1996

“I had the opportunity to
touch her hand, hug her tiny
frame, and look into those
eyes.”

My daughter, Kori, was killed when a drunk driver who
ran a red light struck the car she was a passenger in. She was
20 years old at the time of the crash. The driver of the car she
was riding in survived the serious injuries she received from the
crash. I can’t imagine what it must have been like for her at 19
years old to wake up in the hospital and be told that her friend
was dead.
I do know how it feels, as a parent, to open your door to a
police officer who asks you to sit down because he has something
serious to speak with you about. So you sit, and the next thing
you know you’re on your knees in your kitchen. Your head feels
like its going to explode, the pain is tremendous. With your
arms wrapped around your head you suddenly become aware of
a horrific screaming. It’s then that you realize those screams are
coming from you. You plead with that officer, telling him that
he has the wrong person that it can’t be her, but it is. You’re
shocked that you’re still breathing and your heart still beats. It
wasn’t supposed to happen this way; you were supposed to die
first. You were supposed to protect her; you were there when
she was born. How could you not have been there when she took
her last breath? It should have been you. As you pick yourself
up off the floor, you leave behind the person who answered that
door. You become a member of a club that you didn’t apply to,
and you are now on a roller coaster ride someone else bought
the ticket for. Your life has been changed with the action of a
stranger.
Kori’s younger sister, Sally, was 14 years old when we
buried their father. Nine short months later we were burying
Kori. Sally carried the burden of believing she could have saved
her sister if she had been there. The truth is, I would have
lost them both. Sally grieved Kori not being by her side at her
wedding and when her babies were born.
Kori dreamed of being a mother and a pilot, and she
loved animals. Kori stood at 4’11 but had a fiery personality. Left
behind are the memories of her cheerleading; she was also an
accomplished swimmer and ice-skater. She had the ability to
master the butterfly stroke and a triple axel by observing others.
I miss us dancing on the tables, her laughter and us singing, “It’s
in his kiss.” I can tell you the last meal we ate together, the last
“I love you,” the last hug, and that last kiss. The last time I saw
her was just a few hours before she was killed. She was asleep
on the sofa; I sat down next to her and kissed her. As I got to
the door, I turned and looked at her one last time. Something
told me to go back and give her one last kiss. I didn’t because I
didn’t want to wake her. I missed that one last moment, that one
last chance, for one last memory. -Linda Hornstein

Roger James was the drunk driver who hit Kori’s car at Boniface & Tudor in Anchorage.

The Aunt I Never Met
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Do you ever wonder how you got your name, if it was for a special reason? What if it was after someone you
never met? An aunt is supposed to be there for you when your parents are driving you crazy. She is the one you
can tell anything to. She would know almost everything about you but she doesn’t, she can’t take you to the park
or the movies. You don’t know her favorite music or flavor of ice cream, because she can’t tell you, she’s not there.
My aunt Kori was killed in 1996 two years before I was born, she was only 20 years old. My name is Koralynn
I prefer to be called Kori because it’s after my aunt. My mom named me Koralynn because that is what my aunt
would have named her daughter if she ever had one, but she didn’t get that chance. On December 6, 1996 my
aunt was killed when a drunk driver ran a red light and hit the car my aunt was riding in. It wasn’t fair and it
could have been prevented. How hard would it have been for the person to call a friend, or a taxi or walked? But
because they decided to drink and drive my mom doesn’t have a sister, my grandma doesn’t have her daughter,
and I don’t have my aunt. I am told so many stories about her and people say I’m just like her but I wouldn’t
know. Because someone chose to drink and drive I never met my aunt, she never met me and she will miss out on
lots of our things that I wish she could be there for. Everyone has a choice; will you make the right one?
Kori Dial

Linda Hornstein with Granddaughter Kori Dial holding a photo of Kori Hornstein-Williams.
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What a fashion statement!
SCRAM is short for Secure Continuous Remote Alcohol Monitoring. SCRAM bracelets attach to a person’s ankle
and look for the presence of alcohol in sweat.
Drink & Drive and you might get to wear one!

Teen
Mini

Stories
My dad told me when he was young, he and a few buddies went out drinking all night. They were all drunk and
they let the most intoxicated drive because it was his car. Coming around a corner late at night, in the dark, they
veered off the road down a hillside. Being as how this was a time when gut belts weren’t created, it caused my dad
to break his lower back. He has to live with this pain for the rest of his life now. ~Anonymous
Every person parties, it will happen. Don’t let a single event ruin the rest of your life. A friend of mine went to a
party and got very intoxicated. He decided to drive home but never ended up where he should have. He rolled his
truck and died because of one bad decision. So either don’t drink if you are going to drive; at least find a sober
driver to take you home. ~Anonymous
A guy I know used a lot of alcohol for his pain or for fun. When I see him, he looks so miserable. His eyes are baggier, he smells funny, and hasn’t changed his clothes. He was driving which was bad for him. One time he crashed
his car. ~Anonymous
I know someone who is an alcoholic and it affects his life greatly. He goes day to day wondering what he can drink.
It affects him in his marriage which resulted in a divorce. The divorce led to more drinking. He has got a DUI because he got too comfortable drinking and driving. He’s now in jail for killing a lady. ~Anonymous
My friend was killed in a car wreck, due to alcohol. It was during last semester on Thanksgiving break. He and
a couple friends were out driving after a party and he wasn’t wearing his seat belt and the car lost control on ice.
He went through the windshield and then the car ran him over. So please, if you go out, do not drive drunk. Have
someone be the designated driver and be safe. ~Anonymous
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“ The victim is very badly injured and the
“Shapes of Grief ”
by Patricia Mata-Celis, RN

Stories From

Grief comes in all kinds of shapes. As a
clinician, it is absolutely heartbreaking when we
have to care for a victim of an alcohol-related
collision in one room, while simultaneously
caring for the perpetrator in the other room.
Most of our victims will ask “How is the other
driver?” and we are not at liberty to share their
status or explain what actually happened to
cause the collision. It is quite challenging to
remain objective.
So many times the victim of a drunk
driving incident is very badly injured, maimed
or killed, and the perpetrator walks away without a scratch. When blood alcohol levels are
high, people’s physiological response to stress
is very different. The intoxicated individual’s
muscles do not tense up as they do in a non-impaired person, because their inhibitions are relaxed and they do not sense the pending danger
immediately preceding a crash or other incident.
They are almost like a marionette doll, so limber and flexible, and therefore not as susceptible
to the major injuries caused on impact.

A Trauma Room

One particular incident occurred when
a young man was getting out of his parked
car on an icy street, and the drunk driver lost
control of the car and swerved, hitting the man
and pinning him against his own vehicle. The
young man, a new husband and father, ended up
losing his leg as a result of the accident. As we
were treating him, we knew we would not be
able to save his leg, yet had to remain calm and
provide a high level of professional care while
balancing our own emotions. When the victims
of the incidents are told that the perpetrator
was inebriated, that affects how they deal with
the grief of their own injuries. Anger is the
usual response, followed by all of the stages of
grief. It is tragic and all too common.

Governor Tony Knowles signs a bill in July 2001 that established
July 3rd as Drunk Driving Victims Remembrance Day in Alaska...

perpetrator walks away without a scratch. ”
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When alcohol-related incidents happen, a
physician and charge nurse are responsible for
sharing with the family of the patient the severity
of the injuries or the news that the victim has not
survived. As nurses, we are responsible for cleaning and dressing the victim to try and ensure the
family is not overly traumatized by the sight of
their loved one in such a dire condition. It is a
very difficult process for everyone involved.
Another aspect of dealing with inebriated
patients is the violence that ensues when they are
brought into the Emergency Department. As
the years go by, it has become a great challenge
to stay out of harm’s way when these patients
arrive. Some have blood alcohol levels of .30, .40,
or higher and are extremely violent to clinicians
trying to move them to safety. We have three
isolation rooms in our Emergency Department,
and they are almost constantly full. Inebriated
and otherwise combative patients are restrained
safely, yet the process of transferring them from
the police car, ambulance or Community Service
Patrol van is a dangerous one. Often, all available
department clinicians are called to assist when
the inebriated patient becomes violent. This affects the overall effectiveness of the department,
causing a ripple effect due to loss of efficiency
and emotional recovery time from such encounters.
All inebriated individuals involved in
alcohol-related incidents are brought to the
Emergency Department first, medically examined
and treated if needed, and then transferred to
either the Fairbanks Correctional Facility or the
Detox Center. The impact on our department is
monumental, both financially and emotionally.
After 37 years as a nurse, with 15 years here
at Fairbanks Memorial Hospital, dealing with
inebriated patients is one of the most difficult
aspects of my work. I love nursing; I love caring for patients and therefore I continue my work
amidst these challenges.

Emergency Medical Services brings a patient to the
Fairbanks Memorial Hospital Trauma Room.

Programs & Services
Fairbanks Memorial Hospital is proud to offer
comprehensive programs and services to meet the health
care needs of Fairbanks and interior Alaska.
We offer a full array of medical services, including:
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Behavioral Health
Cancer Care
Diabetes
Emergency Care
Heart Care
Home Health
Long-term Care
Maternity Services
Medical Imaging
Orthopedics
Pain Management
Pediatrics
Rehabilitation
Sleep Disorders
Surgery
Women’s Services
Wound Care

Fairbanks Memorial Hospital & Denali Center
1650 Cowles St.
Fairbanks, AK 99701
(907) 452-8181

...The measure was motivated by the death of 20-year-old Jessie Withrow, who was killed
on July 3, 2000, by a drunk driver while riding her bike in Anchorage.
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“It just broke her heart when we told
Fairbanks
Crash Details

“Comfort in Hard Times”
by Carolee Porter, RN
One night comes to my mind, when a man was
hit and killed by a drunk driver. The mother of the
man found out through family and friends, but because
it was a case under investigation we were not able to
tell the mom anything for a long time. She sat in the
Emergency Department waiting room very patiently,
waiting to hear and hoping for the best. It just broke
her heart when we told her that her son had been
killed. When she came in to view the body she was not
able to touch him due to the fact that he was considered
evidence.

Number of DUI crashes in
2009:

17

Total fatalities:

20

Average BloodAlcohol Level
of the offenders:

.18

Busiest day for DUI crashes:

Sunday

Average age of offenders:

34

There was a whole waiting room of people that
were here to support her, and her minister came to be
with her. That was such a comfort to her. To this day
I have so much respect for the minister for coming here
in the middle of a very cold night to be with this family. Put yourself in that mother’s position -- sitting and
waiting, not knowing, but having the gut instinct that
all is not well. We couldn’t even verify that the man
was her son until the Alaska State Troopers gave us
permission. As Emergency Department staff, we send
a doctor and a nurse to tell the families, and so there is
someone to stay with them and answer questions. This
patient was a grown man, but he was still his mother’s
baby.

”A designated driver is a sober person, not the MOST sober person.”
(Jennifer Messick, Former Anchorage Muni DUI Prosecutor)

her that her son had been killed.”

The Forget Me Not Foundation would like to thank Fairbanks Memorial Hospital for their
continued support of our Mission to put an end to drunk driving in Alaska.
(Nancy and Royal Bidwell)
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Tragedy On The Seward Highway

My grandpa, Jimmie DuWayne Mulvihill
My dad Bruce Allen Altman, me and my sister Mandy.

I was only 6 years old the day life jerked me out of that
bubble children play in, blissfully unaware of all the pain
in the world. My Dad, Bruce Allen Altman, and Grandpa,
Jimmie DuWayne Mulvihill had gone to Anchorage to
pick up my Aunt Mayrene for a holiday visit.
In my memories, it was dark and stormy that night as
we all waited anxiously for them to return (I’ve since been
told it was just a regular December night). We waited
and waited. I could see the worry growing on everyone’s
faces. They should have been back by now. I heard my
mom and grandma saying that they must be stuck behind
a wreck or something, so we just kept waiting. Then, I
watched my grandma’s heart sink as we heard a knock at
the door. It was way past acceptable house calling hours.
Slowly my grandma opened the door. A police officer
stood on the other side. The officer looked almost as terrified as she did.
He told her that her son-in-law had been killed by a
drunk driver, then he told her that her husband was killed
too. “No” my grandma half cried half yelled, “Don’t you
tell me my daughter is dead too.” He didn’t.

My dad, grandma
Ester holding my
sister Mandy, me,
and Mom who
is pregnant with
Jimmie. This is the
closest thing I have
to a picture with all
four of us together.

My Aunt Mayrene had been injured in the accident and
was sent by medevac to the hospital. I can’t remember
which one.
I remember the next moment more clearly than any
other moment of my life. My grandma fell down to the
floor, she scooped me up into her arms and she squeezed
me so tightly, she wailed and cried and held me like it was
all she could do to keep from dying of a broken heart.
That was the moment I knew that it was all real, that my
Dad wasn’t coming home, ever again. It wasn’t until years
later that I realized just how much that would affect my
life. They say that time heals all wounds; ‘They must not
have lost a parent at age 6.
My dad’s grave. His headstone was purchased by the
King County Fire District in
Skykomish WA, where he had
been a volunteer firefighter.

Last December 5th marked the 25th anniversary of
the accident that killed my Dad and Grandpa. Sometimes
I still find myself crying, when I think of all the things
they have missed, or all the things I have missed. When
I watch my children play and think about how much my
Dad would have loved spending time with them. How he
would have taken my son on his first hunting trip.
Sometimes I am suddenly and overwhelmingly filled
with the sound of my Grandpa Jim’s hearty laughter.
Then there are their favorite songs, they come on the
radio and the tears start rolling.

December 5, 1987
I never met him but I’ll remember his name forever,
Tony Lemay.
Tony was employed by Union Oil Co. (Unocal), they
were having their annual Christmas party, hosted by the
Merit Inn, at the Sports Center in Soldotna where we
lived. Tony had a few drinks before heading to the Nightwatch bar for a few more drinks with some of the guys
from the party. Brad, a colleague of his, drove him home
from the Nightwatch in his vehicle. His wife followed
behind in their vehicle.
Tony wanted to go to Anchorage to see his girlfriend.
Brad told him that it was a bad idea and that he should go
in the morning when he was sober. Brad dropped Tony off
at his apartment, gave him his keys and watched him walk
up to his door and go inside. After Brad left, Tony decided
he couldn’t wait, he had to go see his girl friend, so he left
his residence and drove toward Anchorage.
He never made it.

Shortly after 4:00 a.m., on December 5, 1987,
at mile 48.8 on the Seward Highway, Tony
LeMay fell asleep at the wheel, crossed the
center line, and struck a vehicle driven by
Jimmie Mulvihill.
LeMay, Mulvihill and Bruce Altman were killed
in the crash.
The other passesanger in Mulvihill’s vehicle,
Mayrene Shawver, was injured but survived.
LeMay had a blood alcohol level of .127 at the
time of the collision.
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My Dad Bruce left behind a wife, 5 children of his own
and a step daughter who he loved as his own, as well as
his parents and many siblings, nieces and nephews. My
Grandpa Jim, left a wife, 5 children and I believe, at the
time, 14 grandchildren and numerous other family members.
My Grandpa was the patriarch of a huge family that
slowly fell apart after his death. My father was the tie
between two families. When he passed, so did my
opportunity to have a life that included my older siblings.

I urge people to think about the depth of heartache, hurt
and broken lives, not just in my story but in all of the
stories of drunken or distracted driving. Tony LeMay’s
choice to drink and drive affected multiple families, in multiple states. It affected the lives of the children, spouses,
family and friends, the children both Jim and Bruce
fostered, the family of my Aunt Mayrene, who suffered injuries in the accident, where her father and brother-in-law
were killed. In that one instant he caused so much pain.
He cut 3 lives short including his own but he changed the
lives of so many more.
Krista Kimple (Altman)

Tony, unlike many drunk drivers, was also killed when he
crashed into my Dad and Grandpa. People told us that
Tony was a good guy, that he didn’t usually drink at all. I’ll
never know exactly why he chose to drink that night, but I
know his choice will affect me until the day that I die.

“Sometimes I find myself crying, when I think of all the things my children have missed. How my dad would have loved
spending time with them. My dad would have loved to have taken my son on his first hunting trip.”
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In Loving Memory of Justin Wollam

It has now been a little over a year
since my son, officer Justin Wollam
was killed by a teenage drunk driver
in Anchorage, Alaska. You wonder if
life will ever be the same. No, it will
not be, but you have to go on with life,
because you have other family members
that love you and you love them.
July 9, 200l is a day that is wedged into
my heart forever. I was busy cleaning
house and so excited about leaving
in two days for Alaska to see my son
and his family. About 11:00 A.M. that
Monday morning I got a call from the
Angleton Police Department. They
had also called my husband at work
to come to the house. At about 11:30 I
saw three police officers come walking
up to the door. I did not want to open
the door. I just knew something had
happened to Justin. When I opened
the door, the expressions on their faces
told me that Justin was no longer here
with us. When they told us, my husband broke down, but I could not cry.
I could not do anything but say “Dear
God, Dear God” and I kept repeating it
over and over.
Shortly after the officers left, there
were family and friends coming in to
help comfort us. That week was such
a big blur. There are things that happened that week that I wish I could
remember.
My husband, along with Justin’s
brother, his wife and two kids flew to
Alaska. When we arrived in Anchorage, police officers were there to meet
us. That is when it hit me. Justin was
really dead. That is the day my heart
broke. The Anchorage Police Department was super. They paid for our
plane tickets and the hotel rooms. They
took us to all the places we needed
to go. We went to the funeral home
where my baby was.
Even if he was 28 years old, he was
still my baby.

On Friday the day of the Memorial Service is

a day that will be with me forever. In the funeral
procession to the airport there were police cars
for miles. The people would stop their cars in the
middle of the street, get out of their cars and salute
as Justin went by. The Fire Department was at each
intersection in full gear to pay their respects.
At the airport it was so hard to see my son’s body
put on the plane for his last trip home. When we
arrived at the airport in Houston, the Angleton
Police Department was there to escort their former
fallen brother the rest of the way home. They too
were super in helping to make the arrangements for
the memorial services here in Texas. When I see
a police car, especially the Angleton police cars, I’ll
look to see if it isn’t Justin, knowing it’s not.
I have made a couple of trips to Alaska since this
tragedy has happened to see my daughter-in-law and
granddaughter. Once in February, for the dedication
of a police sub-station in Justin’s name and once for
the sentencing of the two men that bought alcohol
for the teenager that killed my son. I also went to
Washington D.C. in May to the Law Enforcement
Memorial Wall. That was very emotional to see my
son’s name on the wall, something you hope not to
ever have to see there.

Yes, it has been hard these last few months,
knowing he’s not here with us. People will tell
you it will get better as time goes by, and it
does a little bit. As a mother, there was a part
of me that died on that July day.
When you see a police officer or any law
enforcement officer, tell them “thank you” for
what they are doing to keep you safe. They
are putting their lives on the line for you.
Beverly Wollam, (written in 2002)
Mother of Justin Todd Wollam

“Justin, rest in peace our brother!”

Mere words cannot express my true
feelings right now. I have been involved
with way too many “Officer Killed”
funerals. They take their toll on us
all. This senseless act has resulted in
four needless deaths, the hardest (in
my eyes) is that of our brother, Justin.   Justin is the youngest to have
given his life at our department. The
true story of this incident is gut
wrenching - but the shortened version
is that the young adult driver INTENTIONALLY drove at Justin’s vehicle.
This was NO accident.   To the Wollam
family - my deepest regards and heartfelt sadness are the feelings that I share
with you. Know that Justin will never
be forgotten, that his wife and child
will be part of our “family” forever. My
prayers, and those of my family are
with you one and all. Get close to your
family, and believe in the strength of
God as you begin the journey of grieving and healing.   Justin, rest in peace
our brother!   
-Sgt Paul Honeman and Family APD

Justin was a caring, compassionate
person and loving husband and father.
He will be missed forever by his family.
When my daughter Kristy and Justin
decided to marry, I told her I couldn’t
have picked a better son-in-law. I loved
Justin as a son. He left behind a beautiful daughter, Kristin, who is like him in
many ways. I thank God for giving us
Justin, and Justin for giving us Kristin.
Justin, we will watch after Kristy and
Kristin. As you watch over us from
Heaven, know you are in our every
thought. We love you.
-Charles Cash,
civilian (Justin’s father-in-law)
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Justin, How will we go on, now
that you are gone? You are no
longer with us, so who responds
when we ask for a 10-34? The
senseless way you were taken
from us leads me to only one
conclusion...God needed a cover
unit, and none better to answer
the call. The men and women of
the Anchorage Police Department WILL go on, in your honor!
We do this knowing that we have
a long, tall, Texas angel on our
shoulders. You will remain in our
hearts always. Rick and Anita.
-Sergeant Rick & Anita Shell
Anchorage Police Department

Anchorage Police Officer Justin T. Wollam.
Wollam, 28, was killed just before 4:00 a.m. on Monday, July 9, 2001, in a
head-on collision on the Glenn Highway while responding to a call regarding
a vehicle driving erratically. The drunk driver of the vehicle that collided with
Wollam’s patrol car, Anchorage resident Robert Esper, 19, was also killed, as
were two of the three teenaged girls riding with him. They were Makayla P.
Lewis, 16, and Heide Weilbacher, 14. A third girl, Savanah Fielding, 15, was
ejected from the Chevy Blazer and was hospitalized with severe head injuries.

Justin,  Sweetheart, I miss
you terribly and try day
by day to get through my
life without you. My mind
is constantly thinking of
you and my heart breaks
every time I am shocked
into the realization that

you are gone. Thank you
for all the beautiful memories of our life together,
and more importantly,
thank you for our beautiful daughter! I promise
to try to make every
dream you had for her

come true. Until we meet
again and you can once
again wrap me in your
arms.... All of my love
FOREVER, Kristy.
-Kristy Wollam
Justin’s Wife
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Drinking & Repeated Vomiting = Alcohol Poisoning
–Call 911–
What To Tell A Teen About Drinking

Some experts may think the “don’t drink” message is all that teens should hear. But according to a 2009 survey
by the Centers For Disease Control and Prevention, 42 percent of high school students said they had drunk
alcohol within the past month, revealing that the no-booze mandate isn’t always heeded. So take this advice
from Kate Cronan, M.D., a pediatrician and medical editor at kidshealth.org, about what to tell your teen to keep
them safer.

IF YOU OR A FRIEND THROWS UP AFTER DRINKING…..

Be sure the drinker is not lying on his stomach or back. If you throw up while you’re lying flat, it increases your
chances of choking on the vomit. It’s best to be upright-on your knees or standing-and by the toilet. If that’s too hard,
the next best position is lying down on your side.
If you or a friend vomits repeatedly, get a parent or older sibling involved., If you throw up once, you don’t have to
call 911-but if you can’t stop, you should. Reach out to an adult to help you make a decision. If no adult is present, call
911.
Do not drink any more. Your having vomited does not mean that your stomach is “empty” and therefore you can
drink more, as some teens believe. It means you’ve had too much to drink. Stop.

CALL 911 IF THE DRINKER………….
Doesn’t respond when someone says his name. If you get close to the person’s face, say his name loudly, and don’t
get an answer, medical attention is required. Say to the operator, “We can’t rouse our friend, who’s been drinking.
He/She is not responding. “ Let them know you urgently need help.
Is breathing irregularly. If he’s taking lots of little, shallow breaths-not deep ones-he’s in distress. Call for help immediately!
Is paler than usual. If he looks ashen and feels cool to the touch, get help ASAP!

KNOW NOT TO GO SOLO……….
Tell teens to enlist a buddy, if they ever do experiment with alcohol. The two friends should make a pact that they will
tell each other when they start acting drunk. The friends should take heed when they hear they’re had too much, and
stop drinking.

“This information could save a
teens life. Let’s spread this
message all over Alaska.”
Kate Cronan, MD

Three Teens Die in Reckless, Impaired Driving Crash
Steven L. Stiegele, the driver of a pickup truck that crashed
off Eagle River road on July 20, 1983, killing three teenagers, was sentenced to six years in jail and five years on
probation by Superior Court Judge Seaborn Buckalew.
Stiegele, 22, was convicted of three counts of seconddegree murder by an Anchorage jury after a two-week
trial. Jurors also convicted him of one count of assault for
injuries suffered in the crash by survivor, Brent Barker, 17.
The dead were Jesse Adams 16, Charles White 17, and
Shelley Bathery 17.

Steven was driving, Shelley was in the passenger seat and
Brent, Charles and Jesse were riding in the bed of the pickup truck. Nobody was wearing a seatbelt.

Witnesses who saw the red and white truck testified that
it was being driven in a wild and reckless manner. One
witness, Pastor John R. McClung, testified that he saw the
truck spin around 360 degrees in the parking lot of the
Qwik Stop, then hit the pavement of the road, almost flip,
and head up Monty Road on the left-hand side of the road.
The truck left the road, plowed into the woods on the right
side of the road at about 80 m.p.h., shearing off two trees.
The impact made the windshield pop out, apparently
causing the roof to peel back. All of the occupants were
ejected from the truck. Shelley, Jesse and Charles were
dead at the scene. Brent Barker survived, with severe
injuries. At 11:30 p.m. at the hospital, Stiegele’s bloodalcohol level was found to be .134. He was also found to
have Valium, a mild tranquilizer, in his blood.
Stiegele, who escaped with minor injuries in the accident,
told Buckalew he still has no memory of the crash and
doesn’t even know if he was driving.
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Assistant District Attorney Frank Rothschild had asked for
a sentence of from 15 to 20 years.
Buckalew also imposed nine years of suspended time on
Stiegele, which can be imposed as jail time if he fails to
obey conditions of his five-year probation.

For five years after his release from jail, Stiegele may not
drive or even apply for a drivers license, may not drink or
frequent bars, must report for urine tests to make sure he
is not drinking, must get counseling for substance abuse
and attend Alcoholics Anonymous, Buckalew said
Retha Adams, Jess’ mother, said she found the sentence
acceptable because of the probation, which, when added
to the jail time means Stiegele cannot drive for more than
10 years.
Defense attorney Edgar Paul Boyko told Buckalew during
the sentencing hearing that the idea of sending a young
man with no criminal record – who never intended to
harm anyone – to jail for 15-20 years “was so absurd it
defies all human experience.

“He deserves to be punished for what he did,” Boyko said,
“for the recklessness, for the foolishness.” But he urged
Buckalew not to exceed the five-year minimum jail sentence that is manadatory for second-degree murder.
But Rothschild said Stiegele’s six speeding tickets and
assortment of other citations for moving violations were
proof of a pattern of recklessness. His license had twice
been suspended.
“There’s a new wind blowing across the tundra…People
are saying we’ve had it with these drunk drivers…we’re
mad as hell and we’re not going to take it any more,”
Rothschild said.
Source: Tuesday, October 2,
1984 Anchorage Daily News

Anchorage Police Investigator Jack
Larsen left, the chief investigator in the
Steven Stiegle case, looks at the remains
of the truck in which three teens died in
Eagle River on July 20, 1983.
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Drunken Driver is Charged for the Death of Two
A drunken driving accident on the Seward Highway leaves two dead and two with minor injuries. On January
10th, 1993, Kerri Marlow, 32, her daughter Danielle, 7, and Danielle’s two friends Jessica and Alison Ford, were
headed to Anchorage from their Girdwood home traveling along the Seward Highway driving a Jeep Cherokee.
Joel Agli, 18 was also traveling along the Seward Highway headed to Anchorage and driving without a valid
operator’s license in a black 1978 Ford pick-up. Two motorists witnessed Agli driving very fast for the conditions
and stated that the road was slick, but visibility was good. One motorist stated that Agli tried to pass Marlow on
both the right and left side of her car; she then tried to pull off to the side of the highway to avoid his unsafe driving, but this maneuver proved to be unsuccessful and Agli slammed into Marlow’s Jeep Cherokee. Seward Police
chief Tom Walker witnessed the accident unfold from the rearview mirror of his police cruiser at mile 111 just
north of Beluga Point and was the first to respond to the scene and restrained Agli until reinforcements arrived.
Danielle, who was seated between the Ford sisters, died after the accident at about 1:40 p.m. following the crash and
her mother was transported to Providence Hospital where she was pronounced dead the next day. The Ford sisters
only recieved minor injuries from wearing their seat belts.
As result of the accident, Agli was charged with manslaughter for slamming his Ford truck into Marlow’s Jeep
Cherokee on the Seward Highway for killing Keri and Danielle Marlow. Agli was transported to Cook Inlet PreTrial Facility where his bail was set at $500,000.
After the investigation he was charged with two counts of manslaughter, two counts of assault, driving while
intoxicated with a blood alcohol level at 0.21 percent, more than twice the legal limit of .08 percent when he was
tested 11.2 hours after the crash, and driving without a valid operators license. He will serve eight years in prison
Source: Anchorage Daily News
for his crimes.

Don’t You Dare Leave Him Alone!
“Check on my son, otherwise “mama” will come after you and it won’t be with cookies!!” I said this to my son’s group of close college friends, many times. They all shared a house close to their university and I became close to several of them. They affectionately called me, “mama.” I knew they all binge drank and I was especially concerned about my son. If he drank, he drank to get
drunk, way more than just a “buzz.’” He didn’t stop at one or two beers. He was raised in a house with social drinking, where
we drank a glass of wine or a beer with meals. His father was European, and having a beer with meals is part of his culture. I can’t
remember ever seeing his father drunk. However, on my father’s side of the family we have a long history of alcoholics. Most were
binge drinkers, so I was worried when I saw my son doing the same.
“If Peter is drunk and especially if he passes out, DON’T YOU DARE LEAVE HIM ALONE! Count his breathing rate; if it is
8 or less per minute, call 911 and stay with him! Keep him awake. DO NOT let him sleep it off alone in another room. Alcohol
poisoning can be deadly. I mean it, you all watch out for each other!!”
I’m sure they tired of me repeating the litany of alcohol poisoning. I even wrote out the warning signs and posted them on the
outside of their kitchen cupboard.
They all are now in their 30’s, well educated, successful and wonderful young men. “Mama” is very proud of them all.
To my sons, Leif and Peter, I am so proud of you that you did not drink and drive.
I so enjoy you as adults and the wonderful grandchildren you have given me. Knus, cmor

Ryan Sholin
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On April 27, 2008 Ryan Sholin, 19, of Sterling Alaska, was in a vehicle being driven
by Raymond Tepp, 24, of Kenai. They were traveling west on Gaswell Road when
Tepp lost control of his vehicle near the intersection of Jones Stub and Gaswell Road.
The Blue 2007 Pontiac G6 went off the roadway and impacted an equipment trailer
which was parked about 20 feet off the road. Neither Tepp or Sholin were wearing
seatbelts. Both Tepp and Sholin were medevaced to hospitals in Anchorage.
Tepp was discharged from Alaska Native Medical Center four days later. Ryan Sholin
died on May 3, 2008, at Providence Alaska Medical Center.
Raymond Tepp was charged with driving under the influence and reckless driving, in
addition to a manslaughter charge.
His initial breathalyzer revealed a level of .184.
Tepp was convicted and sentenced on 1/27/2010 of Negligent Homicide and
sentenced to 2555 days in jail with 1278 suspended by Judge Bauman.

Ryan Dale Sholin was born March 12, 1989, in Soldotna. He attended Soldotna High
School and graduated from Cook Inlet Academy in 2007.
His parents, Steve and Crystal Sholin remember him with these words. “Some of his
favorite places were in the Caribou Hills snowmaching with friends and family, snowboarding at Alyeska, catching fish on the Kenai, halibut fishing, spending time on
Kasitra Bay, tide pooling, Jersey Subs, anywhere on his dirt bike and spending time with
family on Scout Lake. Ryan was absolutely one of the funniest people around. Ryan
had the ability to make even the gloomist day bright,” his family said. “Ryan should
not be remembered for his death, but rather for the twinkle in his eye and the smiles he
generously shared with all. His love will live on forever through his family.”
Source: Anchorage Daily News, Alaska State Troopers Press Release
Quick thinking saves 13-year-old who plunged through thin ice in Fairbanks
Soldotna youth pulls friend from river
March 07, 2001 - Peninsula Clarion

It all started as Rick Bailey Jr. and Ryan Sholin of Soldotna waited at the finish line of the Iron Dog
snowmachine race in Fairbanks, waiting for their dads to take 11th place in the annual 2,000-mile race
from Wasilla to Nome to Fairbanks. On February 24, at an area called Pike’s Landing, while walking on
the river ice, Ricky fell through the ice into the freezing waters below. “It took my breath away,” Bailey
said. “I felt so heavy with all the water soaked into my clothes, and every time I would try to pull myself
out, the ice would start breaking.”
But Ryan Sholin, a soon-to-be 12-year-old, was there to save his best friend that day. “When I saw
Ricky go through the ice I dropped to my knees, crawled over to the hole on my belly and put my snow
skate out to him, “Sholin said. Sholin came to the rescue weighing in at 78 pounds and standing 4’8”,
compared with Bailey, standing 5’3” and weighing around 125 pounds.
“It wasn’t that hard to pull him onto the ice,” Sholin said. “I have a lot of upper body strength for
being pretty much the smallest kid in the sixth grade.” After Sholin helped Bailey to the ice, the danger
of the ice breaking underneath then doubled. “We rolled away from the hole before we stood up again,”
Sholin said. “We knew that we had to keep our weight spread out and that if we stood up we might have
broken through the ice again.”
“We are so proud of Ryan, proud that he knew what to do in an emergency,” Sholin’s mother Crystal
said. “It was very heroic when you think about it.” Heroic indeed.
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“I sit in my police car and I cry and I curse.

Telling the Parents:
An Officer’s Story

It’s a cold and blustery Friday night in December. The
wind blows and a chill settles into my bones. I’ve been at
the crash scene for over an hour. Rescue personnel have just
extricated the last victim. But my work is far from over.
The wreck, a family station wagon, is mangled and in a
heap resting against a tall, lone pine. Two of its former
occupants lay silent on the cold, snowy ground. Both were
ejected from the car on impact.
I may seem a little callous right now, because my mind
tells me to ignore the sight of death while I conduct my
investigation of the crash. The medical examiner has
pronounced them dead.
There’s nothing more that can be done. But my conscience
struggles with it. I do my job. I take the measurements. I
take photographs. I look for skid marks. The bodies lie there
covered with white sheets.

Sgt. John Wilder
Flaming car
accident

Spectators gather and gawk. They make unintelligible
comments, shake their heads and walk away.
Some boldly ask, “Who are they?” Others don’t care. I can’t
tell them. Next of kin don’t even know.
But I know who they are. Kids, 16 and 17. Kids out having
fun. Kids who just left a school dance. Kids experimenting.
Kids playing with speed. Kids who lost. I know who they
are.

							The evidence is gathered. The car is on the wrecker. The
							decedents are in the hearse. The most dreaded task lies
							ahead.
							
How do I tell them? What do I say? I have done this
Fatal Car Accident
before. I hate it. Fifteen miles to go and I’ll be at their home.
I rehearse, again and again, the technique that I’ll use and
the words that I’ll say. The images of their lifeless bodies
and their horrified expressions haunt me.
I don’t know these people. Mom’s a stranger. Dad’s a
stranger. I can’t call on the clergy. I don’t know their faith.
I can’t call on their relatives. They’re strangers, too. I’m on
my own.
The 15-mile trip is going too fast. I don’t want to go. I
don’t want to tell them. I hate my job.
May 13, 2000, Schrock Rd., Wasilla: 16 year-old Allen Hoversten was pronounced dead at the scene after he lost
control of his pick-up truck, veered into a ditch and was ejected from the vehicle. Allen had a BAC above the legal limit.

I don’t like my job tonight.”
A half-mile to go. I’ve memorized and rehearsed the words
along the way. It will be easy now. I just have to remember
my lines.
My training has taught me one thing about these kinds of
tasks. When Mom and Dad answer the door, don’t dillydally. They know it’s not good news and you’ve got to get it
out.
There’s the house. The outside light is on. A car is in the
driveway. I wish they were away. I wish someone else could
tell them. I exit my car and walk up the front steps. My
heart pounds. I can’t breathe. I take a deep breath. I take
another. I knock on the door.
Seconds seem like minutes. The world slows down around
me. I need to get this behind me.
A woman peeks through the front window. She opens the
door with a nervous grin and gazes at the man in uniform.
“Good evening,” she says. “How may I help you?”
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I’m angry for what those kids have put me through.
I’m angry for what those kids have put their mothers,
fathers, brothers, and sisters through. I yell at them,
“Look at what you’ve done!”
I sit in my police car and I cry and I curse.
I don’t like my job tonight.

The story you have just read occurs with
countless regularity in Alaska. Although this story
centers on the highway death of a teen, these kinds
of stories cut across all ages, genders and economic
stratas.
As part of a never-ending effort to make
Alaska a safe place in which to live, work and play, law
enforcement authorities across the state also have a very
unpleasant task to perform: the delivery of messages of
sorrow to families.

“Ma’am, is your husband home?” I ask.

As you have read, there is no “easy” way to
deliver this message. A death occurs, or a serious injury
happens, and a family needs to be notified.

She calls to her husband and the three of us gather. I can
feel the anxiety building.

The shock of seeing a law enforcement official
at the door delivering such a message is devastating.
The impact of the message never really settles.

I begin to convey my message and only stutter. I’ve
forgotten my lines. “Get it out, get it out,” I say to myself.
They know. They’re reading my face. Her eyes begin to
water.

If the victim is the primary household support,
the family faces the question of survival - both
emotionally and financially.

All time has nearly stopped. Struggling to form the words,
I finally say it. “I have some terrible news.”

If the victim is a valued employee, the business
owner is faced with the loss of leadership, strength and
economic support. It’s a loss for everyone.

“Your son has been ...”
They know the rest. I don’t have to continue, but they need
to hear me say it.
She weeps. She collapses. Her husband holds back his tears.
He pretends to be stronger. He comforts her in silence.
Moments pass and then we talk. I explain. I justify. I
apologize. I offer help. I can’t help.
They’ve just lost their son.
My shift is over. I pull into my driveway and sit in my car.

I think. I question. I curse.

July 12, 2000, two teenagers - 15 year-old Kevin Blake and 11 year-old Kenneth Kramer- were killed when a drunk driver
crossed the center line of Portage Glacier Rd., near Girdwood, and crashed into their sedan.
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The Choices We Make

Service High School’s Every 15 Minutes Program 2011

“But what do we do about Bailey? She
made a very poor choice. She killed
three people, and she hurt two more.”
This was my reality on April 13th 2011
at 12:46 PM. I was a seventeen-yearold high school senior at Service High,
who had made the choice to drink and
drive. This was a choice that would
affect the rest of my life. I couldn’t
handle it. What would my fate be?
First, let’s back up to nine o’clock that
morning. I sat in the driver’s seat of a
forest green Jeep Cherokee, windows
broken, and blood everywhere. Small
pieces of glass were poking through
my Hollister jeans, but it was the least
of my worries. I gaze at what is around
me. In the passenger seat, my friend
Jordan was leaned forward against the
broken windshield, unconscious. To my
left, Callie was lying on the side of the
car door, shivering frantically, with the
insides of her stomach exposed. As I
look directly in front of me, I see my
friend Chris, whose head was smashed
into the window of the blue Toyota
Camry. He was not moving. All around
me, I heard screams and sounds of
uncontrollable pain, coming from both
my car, and the one Chris was driving.
I felt as if I were in the middle of a
nightmare.
Luckily, a nightmare is not real. This
was a simulation performed by a group
in my school, in hopes of showing the
effects of drunk driving. It was called
the “Every Fifteen Minutes Program”,
which consisted of a mock car crash,
in which living victims are taken to
the hospital, and non-living victims to
the morgue. It consisted of the drunk
driver, who was me, being arrested,
taken in a police car to jail, and having
my sentence decided in a courtroom,
complete with an attorney, prosecutor,
and judge. This course of events was
treated as if it were a real emergency.
I was brought into the courtroom in a
yellow jumpsuit, and tight handcuffs. It
was 12:30 in the afternoon. I made my
way to my seat, and saw my parents in
the back of the courtroom.

They looked like they had not slept in a
month. On the right side of the courtroom sat Chris and Jordan’s parents. I saw
extreme fear and sadness in their eyes, their
kids were gone. Their kids were murdered;
by me.

I sit down, and the judge begins his opening speech. I tried, but could not pay attention. A well dressed woman stands up and
walks to the podium where a microphone
is set up. I soon learn she is the prosecutor for my case. It is now 12:46 PM. “But
what do we do about Bailey? She made a
very poor choice. She killed three people,
and she hurt two more.” Her words stung,
and I felt myself tear up. I told myself not
to cry, everything would be okay. After
this, I would be out of these clothes, and
back to my school; where I could continue
my regular life. She finishes speaking, and
the judge asks if Chris’ parents would like
to say anything. His father nodded, tears
filling his eyes as they looked directly at
me. His dad began to speak to me, and
only to me. “My son was going to be a
hockey coach. You not only destroyed his
life, but also all the lives of the kids he was
going to help.” My eyes watered again,
attempting to hold back the sob which was
inevitably coming.

“I hope you can live with that!” Tears
rushed out of my eyes uncontrollably. His
words stung me, but he was completely justified to say them. I laid my head down, and
the tears began to fall.
I killed Jordan and Chris. Callie died soon
after in the hospital. I injured Brittany and
Alex. It was entirely my fault. What happened after that is beyond my memory. I remember being issued the maximum sentence
of jail time, and then was dismissed to go
back towards the holding cells. The officer
in charge led me out of the courtroom, and
then closed the door. He said to me, “It’s all
over now”, as he took the handcuffs off for
good. I smiled politely at him, and headed
for the bathroom to change out of the prison
garbs. I realized then that it would never
be over. I was a changed person. My life
had meaning. This experience revealed new
things about me. I no longer experienced
sadness, guilt, or fear. I was only hopeful
that from this point on, people would learn
from what I had experienced.
As I went back into my school, I saw five of
my friends and ran toward them. We had a
group hug. Callie, Chris, Jordan, Brittany,
Alex, and I were all in tears. This time they
were happy tears.
The Every 15 Minutes program had a huge
effect on my life. I learned so much about
impaired driving, and about making choices.
More than that though, I learned about
myself. The program was by far the most
emotionally challenging event of my life. It
was also the best experience of my life at the
same time.
I feel like by being a part of the program, I
was an example to my peers. If I stopped
one person from driving impaired, I feel like
I did my job. I owe so much to the Every 15
Minutes program, and I give them so much
credit towards making a difference in my
life, and many others as well.

Also I would like to thank the Forget Me Not Mission for all they do to stop impaired driving. “You have made a mark on
my life, and I am very grateful for that.”
Bailey Brawner

Every 15 Minutes Details
The Every 15 Minutes Program
offers real-life experience without
the real-life risks. This emotionally
charged program, titled Every
15 Minutes, is an event designed
to dramatically instill teenagers
with the potentially dangerous
consequences of drinking alcohol.
This powerful program will
challenge students to think about
drinking, personal safety, and the
responsibility of making mature
decisions when lives are involved.
During the first day’s events the
Grim Reaper calls students, who
have been pre-selected, out of class.
One student is removed from class
every 15 minutes. A police officer
will immediately enter the classroom
to read an obituary which has been
written by the “dead” student’s
parents, explaining the circumstances
of their classmate’s demise and the
contributions the student has made
to the school and the community. A
few minutes later, the student will
return to class as the “living dead,”
complete with white face make-up, a
coroner’s tag, and a black Every 15
Minutes T-shirt. From that point on
“victims” will not speak or interact
with other students for the remainder
of the school day. Simultaneously,
uniformed officers will make mock
death notifications to the parents of
these children at their home, place of
employment, or business.
Later in the day, a simulated
traffic collision will be viewable
on the school grounds. Rescue
workers will respond and treat
“injured” student participants. These
students will experience first-hand,
the sensations of being involved in
a tragic, alcohol-related collision.
The coroner will handle fatalities
on the scene, while the injured
students will be extricated by the
Jaws-of-Life manned by firefighters
and paramedics. Police officers will
investigate, arrest, and book the
student “drunk driver.” Student
participants will continue their
experience by an actual trip to the
morgue, the hospital emergency
room, and to the police department
jail for the purpose of being booked
for “drunk driving”.

At the end of the day, those students who
participated in the staged collision, as well
as those who were made-up as the “walking dead,” will be transported to a local
facility for an overnight student retreat.
The retreat will simulate the immediate
and sudden separation from friends and
family. A support staff of counselors,
adults, and police officers will facilitate the
retreat.
On the following morning, a memorial service will be held at the high school.
The assembly will include scenes from the
first day with the Grim Reaper and the
staged collision. Speakers may include police officers, students and parents who will
share their personal reflections on their
involvement with this program. Finally
a guest speaker will share their real-life,
personal involvement with an alcoholrelated crash.
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Some students who did not survive the crash
are placed in bodybags and removed from
the scene. It may be simulated but it seems so
‘real.’

This event includes the participation of our police and fire departments, high school
staff, local hospital staff, video production crew, community officials,
District Attorney’s office and a wide cross-section of the community at-large.
It is our goal to utilize the strength, talent, and resources of business and
industry to prevent drunken driving.
Web Sites:

www.every15minutes.com
http://www.dot.state.ak.us/stwdplng/hwysafety/assets/pdf/CHS_
EFM_MANUAL_2010_ed_FINAL.pdf

Contact:

Officer Wendi Shackelford 907-742-3219

Alaska Schools who have
participated in the Every 15
Minutes Program
Chugiak High -’06, ’09. ’12
South High - ‘10
Service High-’11
Juneau Douglas High- ‘10
Lathrop High- ‘08
Seward High-’12
Eagle River High - ‘13

wshackelford@muni.org
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How To Tell When Drinking Is Becoming A Problem

Alcoholism is a rough word to deal with.
Yet nobody is too young, or too old, to have trouble with alcohol.
That’s because alcoholism is an illness. It can hit anyone.
And it doesn’t matter how long you’ve been drinking or what you’ve been drinking. It’s what drinking does
to you that counts.
To help you decide whether you might have a problem with your own drinking, we’ve prepared these 12
questions. the answers are nobody’s business but your own.
If you can answer Yes to any One of these questions, maybe it’s time you took a serious look at what your
drinking might be doing to you. And, if you do need help or if you’d just like to talk to someone about your
drinking call your local AA. Alcoholics Anonymous, it works!

Jordan Boggs
A Fairbanks man accused of causing a collision that killed two people on Nordale
Road early Saturday morning was being held without bail after a brief court appearance. Prosecutors have charged Paul Augustus Kirsteatter, 31, with assault and driving
under the influence, although his blood-alcohol content was not available. Alaska State
Troopers say Kirsteatter was alledgely driving a Ford F-250 north on Nordale Road
near the Little Chena River bridge just after midnight when he drifted into the southbound lane and collided with a Dodge Neon carrying four young people on their way
back from Chena Hot Springs Resort.
The collision killed the two occupants on the left side of the Dodge — driver Colton J.
Fettig, 22, of Corvallis, Ore., and passenger Jordan W. Boggs, 22, of North Pole. Two
other passengers in the Dodge were injured. They have been identified as Gerald Noy,
18, and Hannah Gustafson, 20, both of Fairbanks. Gustafson’s injuries included a
fractured sternum and ribs, a ruptured spleen and a collapsed lung. Noy was able to
walk but suffered from scrapes, cuts and bruises.
According to the charging document, Kirsteatter smelled of alcohol and had red
watery eyes when he was interviewed in the trauma room of Fairbanks Memorial
Hospital. When asked if he had been drinking, he nodded his head without saying anything, troopers said. He initially told troopers that his buddy “Dave” had been driving
the truck but later said he did not know anything about a friend named Dave. Kirsteatter asked for a public defender to represent him and did not oppose Magistrate Nikole
Schick’s decision to keep him in jail without bail. Kirsteatter was charged in July 2011
with third-degree felony assault out of Delta Junction, and accused of pointing a gun
at someone, according to Spiers at the district attorney’s office. He was out on bail at
the time of the collision. Kirsteatter was also charged with reckless driving and driving
with a suspended driver’s license in the same Delta Junction incident after he allegedly
ignored a road construction flag crew, Spiers said. He was charged with driving on a
suspended driver’s license again on Jan. 19.
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“Our precious son was the light
of our life, and Jordy was a true
gift from heaven, Prince of Love
and Son of Faith. His love of
people and friends knew no end
and was revealed through his
thoughtfulness of others, willingness to help and a big, big-hearted
giver of his resources. His warm,
warm smile could light up the
world around him.”

On May 29, 2013 Paul Augustus Kirsteatter, 32, was sentenced to 20 years in prison.

Jordan Wesley Boggs, 22, of North Pole, died unexpectedly Saturday, April 7, 2012, in a highway motor vehicle accident.

Source: Fairbanks News Miner

“We must change our incredibly destructive drinking/driving culture. Do not drink and drive, ever. Model good
behavior for your friends, your kids, for everyone ...over ...and over ... and over again.” - Pete Eagan, Fairbanks
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Sports Team Members Suspended from Regions

Last month when Homer Police busted an underage drinking party the effects
rippled down to the Homer High School Mariners sports teams. Cheerleaders and
basketball players found themselves sitting at home serving a 10-day sports
suspension under the Alaska Student Activities Association Play for Keeps program
and the Kenai Peninsula School District rules that punish students for being present
where alcohol is used – even if they don’t drink themselves. Even though none of the
teens were cited by police for underage drinking, school officials did their own
investigation resulting in team members losing the ability to play right before the
Mariners went to Regions.
The Homer Prevention Project recently received a one-million-dollar Strategic
Prevention State Incentive grant to tackle the two big issues of reducing underage
drinking and adult binge drinking. Play for Keeps is a great example of an
environmental strategy. The kind of strategy that the Homer Prevention Project will
use to prevent these kinds of incidences from happening.
The Kenai Peninsula School Activities Association follows the Play for Keeps policy,
but also has a stricter proximity rule which says a student may not be present, even if
they aren’t doing anything. It can be hard to tell if a student did or did not do
something. If they discover tobacco, alcohol or drugs are being used at a party, they
are to leave immediately. It’s hard for a kid to do.
This policy gives the students the ability to save face and resist peer pressure by
saying they won’t be able to play on a team. As harsh as the penalty might seem to a
student athlete who didn’t play at regions or might even loose the chance at a college
athletic scholarship, there is a positive note, at least nobody died.
Of the 212 member schools, about 20,000 students statewide are participating in
ASAA sanctioned events this school year. So far, first offenders number 98 for
tobacco, 89 for alcohol and 142 for drugs, mostly marijuana. The success of the
program can be seen in reduced numbers for second offenders: 15 for tobacco, 11 for
alcohol and 25 for drugs.

Source: homernews.com

Play for Keeps is a
Tobacco, Alcohol
and Drug Free
Program
Under the Play for Keeps Tobacco,
Alcohol and Drug Free Program,
parents and students involved in
ASAA events from sports to honor
choir watch a video and sign a
contract
acknowledging
they
understand the program and its rules.
Students sign the contract when they
join activities. The contract has these
main points:
• No possession or use of
tobacco,
alcohol
and
controlled substances at
any time, on or off school
property, and during the
school year.
• An understanding of the
Proximity rule, a strict rule
that says that students not
be present when other
students
use
tobacco,
alcohol or drugs.
If a
student goes to a party and
discovers these, they have
to leave immediately.
• An understanding of the
penalties, from a 10-day
suspension for a first
offense
to
permanent
revocation from any ASAA
activities
during
the
student’s high school years.

	
  
It	
  is	
  the	
  belief	
  of	
  the	
  ASAA	
  that	
  
people	
  who	
  were	
  held	
  
accountable	
  for	
  an	
  action	
  in	
  their	
  
youth,	
  were	
  later	
  spurred	
  as	
  
adults	
  to	
  m ake	
  a	
  change,	
  
potentially	
  saving	
  lives.	
  
	
  

When it comes to teen drinking, some practices are working as they should!
“Kudos” to the Homer Prevention Project from the Forget Me Not Mission

Snow Machines A Way Of Life In Tok
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“Bottom line is kids need to be safe and slow down to keep these horrible accidents from happening.”
Steve Wahl, the town’s sole doctor
Thirteen year-old Martin Lucas’s snow machine broke
down on his way to school. Hoping to flag down the snow
machine coming his way for help, he was knocked off his
feet when the snow machine slammed into the back of
Lucus’ stalled machine at a speed later estimated to be at
least 50 mph. Lucas had both legs broken just above the
ankle, a fractured collarbone and lacerated liver. Lucas
spent four months in a wheelchair and another six months
walking with leg braces.
Christopher Summar, then 16, was the driver of the
snow machine that hit Lucas. When they collided the
impact spun his machine and sent it rolling into the ditch.
He received a broken wrist, a broken arm, and a concussion, said his father. Summar later told Alaska State
Troopers he never saw Brooks or the stalled machine.
This severe accident has been just one of dozens in this
semi-rural outpost of 2,000 along the Alaskan highway.
Located 90 miles from the Canadian border at the junction of two of the states main highways, Tok is called
the “Gateway to Alaska,” a tribute to its status as the first
major community upon entry to the state. It is a community of motor homes, pickups, and four-wheelers. But
in the winter, the snow machine rules. “Snow machines
are a way of life up here,” said Lucas’ stepfather, Damon
Brooks, a mechanic for one of three snow machine shops
in town. Brooks’ kids, like many, started riding almost
as soon as they could walk. Now they ride to school and
around town.
Fourteen people have been seriously hurt in snow machine accidents in the past four winters and dozens more
injured, according to Steve Wahl, the town’s sole Doctor.

The majority of the severely injured--about two thirds by
his count—are under age 18.
Injuries range from broken legs to broken arms, concussions, fractured clavicles and worse. Fourteen-year old
Keith Irons died after slamming his snow machine into the
back of a pickup truck in 1996.
The impact shattered Irons’ helmet and shoved the broken down truck several feet forward, said Tom Dean, the
paramedic who heads the town’s ambulance service. Most
riders escape with relatively minor injuries but not all
have been so lucky. Irons is the only one to die, but others
have suffered injuries that will be with them the rest of
their lives.
Fourteen-year-old Jeffery Fales will need vaccinations
forever as the result of an accident this winter. He was
thrown off his snow machine and ruptured his spleen, said
his mother, Sue Fales. Doctors had to remove the damaged organ, and because Jeffery now lacks the key part of
his immune system, he will need lifelong vaccinations.
Troopers charged Christopher Summars with reckless
driving. In August of last year, he pleaded no contest to
a reduced charge of negligent driving and was sentenced
to 48 hours of community service. “You know, there’s not
much here in Tok, Alaska, for a kid to do,” said Sue Fales,
who’s son Jeffery continues to ride. Snow machining, in
her view, helps keep her son away from drugs and trouble.
Wahl watches people continuing to ride recklessly
around town and knows his next patient will arrive anytime. “It makes you cringe to think, when is the next one
going to happen,” he said.
Source: Fairbanks News Miner
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There Is Hope
Stories Of Change

I went with my parents to a local restaurant and they wanted to sit in the bar. They said I could too, since I was with
my parents. I ordered a coke and both my parents ordered beer. I don’t think I have ever seen my mom drink beer, so
I was surprised. We ate pizza, we watched the big screen TV and we talked, but I never saw my mom take a drink of
her beer. She also had a glass of water that she did drink. My dad stopped the waitress several times to order more
beer, but my mom never took a sip.
When we were almost ready to leave my dad says, “Ok, time for me to drink yours,” as he grabbed my mom’s beer
and chugged it down. She just smiled. Then my dad gave my mom the keys and she became the designated driver. I
was proud of my mom that night. She knew what she was doing. I think she just didn’t want to look out of place in
a bar with nothing in front of her to drink.
A teen proud of his mom
I know things are getting better in my family now since my dad has cut way down on his drinking. He used to be
drunk every weekend. He says he learned to drink in college. Him and my mom fought all the time because he would
rather be out drinking with his buddies than be home with his family. My mom finally said, “Enough is enough” and
told him that she wanted a divorce. Well that must have woke him up because now he’s home more and the fighting
has stopped. I know I’ll never drink like that. My dad has taught me the down side of drinking.
14-year-old in Fairbanks
My brother finally hit rock bottom
when he was arrested for burglary.
He’s only 17, and he was hooked on alcohol and drugs. He always stole from
our mom’s purse to get money and
when she didn’t have any, he started
breaking into houses. I’m glad he got
caught because now he’s in the youth
facility and getting treatment and he’s
a lot nicer. He says he’s sorry and won’t
ever drink or do drugs again. I’m only
13 and he’s taught me a good lesson.
I know I won’t do what he has done.
-Bob

I was driving my mom’s car and
my little sister was along because my mom had to work. I
forgot to buckle her up and when
I went through the stop sign, a
car hit us. My little sister flew
out of the car and landed on the
pavement. She was injured very
severly and went to the hospital.
Before I left the house that day
I had a few glasses of wine that
was in my dad’s liquor cabinet.
I was arrested and my little
sister has recovered now but will
walk with a limp the rest of her
life. I’m so sorry for what I did
and now I am involved with the
Every 15 Minutes program at
South High and I volunteer with
the Forget Me Not Mission to
help educate other teens about
the dangers of drinking and
driving. -Sarah

We have a lot of programs in our
school now about the dangers of
drugs and underage drinking. The
awareness campaign is really starting to work, I think. My friends and
me have noticed how many teens
now pay attention to this message.
It’s all over the news and You Tube
about all the deaths and accidents
caused by underage drinking and
drunk driving. We have decided
to make a pact that we will not go
to parties where we know there is
going to be drinking. We have fun
by going bowling, going to movies
and we do have parties, but with our
parents there, so no drinking. We
have become the ‘cool kids’ and the
leaders of our school. We intend to
change the mindset about underage
drinking every chance we get. Other
students do listen to us!
Kristie a 16 year-old

We were eating dinner at Sorrento’s in Anchorage when two couples sat down at the table next to us. When the waiter
came over to ask what they wanted to drink, both couples had a big discussion about who the designated drivers would
be. Tammy and Bill both decided to be designated drivers that night. Thank you Tammy and Bill! So glad you did the
right thing! - Royal and Nancy Bidwell
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Distracted Teen Driver Causes Crash

On Friday the 13th of April 2007, the life of my family
was forever impacted by a distracted 16-year-old driver
who was fiddling with his car radio and talking with
his buddy and brother who were passengers in the car.
He was driving on a provisional license and should not
have had any friends in the car.
I had just picked up my five-year-old son from kindergarten
in Anchorage and was waiting for oncoming traffic to clear
in order to turn left into my driveway in Eagle River. I
looked in my rear view mirror and noted the white Subaru
about 2/10 of a mile behind me at the previous intersection;
normally not of any concern since he wasn’t riding my
bumper. Just as I was preparing to turn into my driveway, I
heard a loud noise and my car was suddenly out of control.
I found myself lying back in the seat, looking up towards
blue skies and fighting the wheel to get control of the car.
I had no idea what had happened. I thought there had been
an earthquake and my car was affected by the ground shift.
When the car came to a stop, I found myself at an angle
across the oncoming lanes of traffic about 60 feet from where
I had started. I heard my son screaming from the back seat
“Mommy! Mommy!” I turned my head to the right and saw
that the front passenger seat had completely reclined onto
his legs, pinching them between the back seat. I reached
over and pulled the seat release to move it forward. I tried to
get out of the car but I could not get the door open. It took
me a few hard shoves before it finally gave way and opened.

I still did not know what had happened. I looked behind me
and saw a white Subaru with heavy front end damage. The
trunk of my car was completely crushed and the rear window
blown out. I realized I had just been in a collision. I remember
seeing the other driver, still seated behind the wheel of the
car. He looked so young...his eyes were the size of saucers
and he was clearly overwhelmed by the fact that he had just
hit a car with an off-duty police officer and her child inside it.

I called 911. My arm, the back of my left leg, and my neck
hurt really bad. I went to the passenger side of the car
to get my son out but I could not get the door open. My
next door neighbor heard the sound of the crash and came
running outside. It took him several seconds to get the
door open. The medics were asking me things to which I
remember thinking, “I should know the answers to these
questions,” but my mind was processing like cold molasses.
Then the adrenaline hit and I could not stop shaking.
One of the boys in the back seat of the other car had
blood all over his face. He was not wearing his seatbelt and
had hit his face on the back of the head rest upon impact.
I had no warning that we were about to get hit. There were
no skid marks left by the Subaru, only angry gouges from
the metal and black rubber tires marks from my car as it was
shoved forward while my foot was still pressed on the brake.
The speed limit on the road is 45 MPH. Upon impact, the
force of the collision separated the trunk of my car from
the back seat where my son was seated in his car seat. I
could put my entire arm into the gap. A 16-inch steel rim in
my trunk was now standing vertical, forever pinched in the
frame. I believe that rim absorbed most of the force away
from my precious child who was sitting right in front of it.

It Takes the Work of Both Hands, Your Brain, Your Eyes,
and Your Ears To Get You Safely Home.
The force of the impact threw my body and legs forward
and then backwards, causing the backs of my legs to hit
the metal frame under my seat. I had a lump of scar tissue
on my Achilles tendon for about four months. My right
arm flew backwards, striking the metal chairs tucked right
behind my seat, leaving a bruise that developed into a dark
blue and black six-inch circle. My seat back broke from
my weight and twisted to the right. The legs of the metal
chairs behind me were twisted and bent from the weight of
my body. The after-market installed radio flew out of the
dash, held only by its wires, and landed on the passenger
floorboard. Both my seatbelt and my son’s seatbelt were
forever locked into place after the collision. I firmly
believe those seatbelts saved us from any further injury.
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My experience is a really important reminder for ALL
drivers to stay completely focused on the act of driving.
It takes the work of both hands, your brain, your eyes,
and your ears to get you safely to your final destination.
It only takes a second for something really bad to happen.
W. S.
Police Officer
Anchorage Police Department

For four months, I was too scared to drive in a personal
vehicle or to even buy another one. I was having recurring
nightmares about the collision; the sounds, the smells, the
fear... During that time, I drove the police car because I
felt safer in it…and people were definitely safer drivers
around me. When I finally bought another car in August,
I cried at the dealership. Even months later, I would have
a panic attack and had to pull to the side of the road if
someone came up behind me too fast and aggressively.

It only takes a second for something really bad to happen!

“I remember it was a Friday in the spring and we were coming home from school. My backpack was on the seat next to
me. I saw a big truck pass by the car as we waited to turn
into our driveway. I looked in the side mirror and saw the car
coming up behind us really fast. I felt a sudden push and I saw
my mom’s neck and body moving with whiplash. I blacked
out for a few seconds and when I woke up, our neighbor was
there helping us. I got glass down my shirt and it cut my back.
We prayed thanks that night that God had protected us. I
felt lucky to be alive. I knew that God still had a purpose for
me since I didn’t die.”
B. S. now age 10
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Deadly Accident Involving a Teen Driver on the Glenn Highway
A 16-year-old girl from Wasilla was
killed in a distracted driving accident, and
her father critically injured. The police reported that the daughter, Miranda
Delaney, had gotten picked up by her
father, Charles Delaney, in Anchorage,
from her driver training course.
Charles allowed his daughter to drive
home from the class. The daughter was
driving and lost control of the Dodge
Ram pickup, as she turned up the volume
dial to a song on the radio, her father told
the police.
She was in the left-hand lane when the
accident occurred at about 5:30 p.m. The
truck went through the median

North Pole Teen Not Wearing
Seat Belt Killed In Rollover
Jeromey Ramage, 18, from North
Pole died of injuries sustained in a
rollover crash on the Parks Highway
near Healy, on November 27, 2010.
Ramage was a passenger in a
Dodge Dakota driven by 19-year-old
Kristin Mogg of North Pole.
Mogg was driving from Anchorage
en route to Fairbanks, on November
24, when the truck slid on the icy
road and she lost control. Troopers
say Ramage, who reportedly was not
wearing a seatbelt, was ejected from
the vehicle and airlifted to a hospital
in Anchorage. He died after he was
taken off life support.
Mogg sustained minor injuries.

into oncoming traffic.
The vehicle flipped many times,
landing on its roof.
The Delaney’s were not wearing
seatbelts and were thrown from
the cab.
The daughter was declared
dead at the scene of the
accident, between the South
Birchwood and North Eagle
River exit.
The 45-year-old father, Charles
Delaney was transported to
Alaska Regional Hospital, where
he died on July 16, 2006..

Forgetting To Buckle Up Could Get You Killed
Joseph L. Tello, 21, of Anchorage, has been charged with drunken driving, driving with a revoked license, assault and murder, according to Alaska State Troopers.
The rollover crash occurred early Saturday morning, June 26, 2010 on Vine St. near
Dandy Circle in Wasilla, at 4:05 a.m.
They found Tello sitting on the ground next to Amber S. Anderson, 20, of Anchorage, who was bleeding heavily from her head. Troopers said they didn’t think Tello
and Anderson were wearing seat belts when the crash occurred. They know Tello
was driving and Anderson was riding in the passenger seat.
As Tello drove the 2003 Pontiac Grand AM south on Vine Road, the car left
the street, hit the ditch and rolled several times. The impact apparently hurled
Anderson from the car. Tello escaped with mostly minor injuries. Both were taken
to Mat-Su Regional Hospital, Tello by ambulance and Anderson by helicopter.
Anderson died twelve hours after the crash. Tello was arrested and held at Mat-Su
Pre-Trial.
A friend wrote on July 1, 2010, “Let this be a lesson to all out there, who don’t
wear seatbelts. Amber is gone now, but others out there, sadly will do the same as
she did, climb into a car, knowing the driver isn’t fit to drive, thinking as she probably did, this one time won’t hurt.”

Wreck On Richardson,
Kenny Lake Teen Killed
Deborah Bell, 17, died in a crash when she was
thrown from her vehicle and hit a tree near Mile 86.5
of the Richardson Highway, troopers said.
Her 1989 GMC Jimmy skidded on an icy stretch of road while
heading north on Richardson toward Glennallen.
Bell was ejected from the car and rolled several times.
Alcohol was in her system and she wasn’t wearing a seatbelt.

Seward Highway Crash Kills Grandma
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“I can’t breathe, I can’t breathe,” I’m yelling as my voice turns to a whisper. I’m so scared and I hurt so bad.
I thought I just had the wind knocked out of me, but soon realized how badly I was hurt. I can hear my
6-year-old brother screaming, “How are we gonna get home, how are we gonna get home?” Thankfully he
wasn’t hurt, just scared out of his mind!
My older 17-year-old brother helped me out of the back of the van. I was so cold and shivering. Also a man
with blankets stopped and helped us all. We have never been able to find him to tell him thank you and we
hope he reads this and comes forward. My whole family wants to thank him!
We were on our way home to Wasilla in March of 2007. We had been in Kenai at the Boys Basketball Regionals watching my 17-year-old brother play for Colony High School. Colony had come in second place!
I can remember everything up to the helicopter arriving, then I guess I blacked out! I woke up in the hospital. I had four broken ribs, a punctured lung, a ruptured spleen and a ruptured bleeding liver. I finally got
out of the hospital on my 13th birthday.
When I got out of the hospital I found out that my 77-year-old grandmother had died. She was sitting in
the front passenger seat and had been unconscious after the crash.
My mother had been driving and she had her leg broken in two places. She remembers seeing the other vehicle, a truck, cross the center lane and head straight for her, but she couldn’t get out of the way. We heard
that the other driver broke and arm and a leg too. We think the driver fell asleep while he was driving and
that’s why he hit us.
My 9-year-old sister was also hurt in the crash.
She had a nasty cut above her eye and I remember
seeing the blood running down her face.
My dad and my other 17-year-old brother, (I have
twin 17-year-old brothers) the basketball player,
had driven a different vehicle home and were
already there and waiting for us.
I hope that sharing my story will remind people
NOT to drive when they are sleepy. Look what
can happen! If you are tired, please pull over and
take a nap or let someone else drive.
I really hope that the Good Samaritan who stopped
to help us reads this story and contacts the Forget
Me Not Mission and they will contact me.

Written by Kristi, now a 17-year-old senior
at the Career and Technical High School in
Wasilla.
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Dangerous Driving Stories
Driver Reports Himself for Dangerous Driving

Andrew W. Delarm, 20, of Wasilla, called Troppers to report a dangerous driver. The driver of the REDDI (Report Every
Dangerous Driver immediately) was actually reporting himself ! Delarm was traveling southbound on Church Road at a high rate
of speed when he called telling Troopers that they needed to catch him. Delarm was observed traveling northbound again above
the speed limit when the Wildlife Trooper turned around to catch up to him. Wasilla Police arrived in the area to witness Delarm
slam on the brakes and drive into the ditch. Delarm was taken to the Mat-Su Pre-Trial Facility with a bail set at $500

14-Year-Old Falls Asleep At The Wheel

A 14-year-old boy told police he fell asleep at the wheel after having at least a few beers and crossed into the wrong
lane of Lake Otis Parkway in April of 1995 and ran over
a man waiting at a bus stop, seriously injuring him. The
teen then continued to drive down the road with his
23-year-old cousin in the passenger seat until he smashed
into a traffic signal box at Northern Lights Boulevard
about 7:15 a.m. The impact crushed the front end of the
Ford Escort and critically injured the boy’s cousin, Frank
D. Kenworthy Jr. He suffered head and internal injuries
and if it wasn’t for the air bag, he wouldn’t have lived.
The 14-year-old driver had a banged up knee.
Richard Collicott, 37, the man standing at the bus stop,
also suffered severe head and internal injuries. Both boys
were from Kotzebue, and apparently were in town for Kenworthy’s 23rd birthday.

Head-On Collision Leaves Deadly Results

Deadly head on collision in Palmer on the Old Glenn
highway leaves one woman dead and a man with minor
injuries according to Alaska State Troopers.
It was a Thursday night and Anchorage woman,
Taren M. Paff, 18, was traveling south bound on the
Old Glenn near mile 2.8 in a 1999 Ford taurus. Paff
alledgedly lost control of her vehicle and crossed the
center lane on the highway and collided with a 2001
Ford truck driven by J. B., 18, of Wasilla.
Paff died at the scene following the crash at about
11:20 p.m. The other people had minor injuries due to
the fact they were all wearing their seat belts.
As a result both vehicles were totaled and alcohol does
not appear to be a factor in the accident. The crash is
being investigated.

Soldotna Teen Killed When He Fell Asleep

His Car Collides With a Semi-Truck
It was early Saturday morning, on August 11, 2002 at 5:45 a.m. and
something terrible happened on the Sterling Highway in Soldotna.
17-year-old Nicholas J. Allen was driving his Mercury Topaz
down the road with his two 17-year-old friends. Apparently Allen
fell asleep and the car with the three teenagers crossed into the
oncoming lane and collided with a semi-truck. According to the
Alaska State Troopers everybody who was involved in the incident
wore seat belts and alcohol is not believed to have been a factor.
Nicholas J. Allen died immediately; the passeners Trevor Kennedy
and Christine Marinkovvski were treated at the Central Peninsula
Hospital for injuries. The semi-driver was not injured.

Source: Anchorage Daily News, Mat Su Valley Frontiersman KTUU

Drag Racing in Kodiak Leads to Teens Death

It was October of 2011 when a young man was killed in a drag race across a bridge in Kodiak. Austin
Van Long of Kodiak, 19, was a passenger in a car driven by 20-year-old Markryan Portillo of Kodiak. He
has been charged with second-degree murder and felony assault. Police say Portillo alledgedly was driving
the car in whick Long was riding when it crashed into an oncoming pickup. The car Long was riding in
had been bumped by a car driven by 19-year-old William Mecham.
Police estimate the cars had reached 60 mph on the quarter-mile bridge to Near Island.
Mecham is charged with first-degree murder and driving under the influence. The driver of the pickup
fled the scene before Police arrived.
On October 7, 2012, William Mecham was sentenced to five years in prison.
On May 7, 2013 Markryan Portillo was sentenced to five years in prison.

Crash Caused By Drunken Texting in Fairbanks
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November 18, 2011

Roger Dean Ostbloom, 40, was sentenced to serve two years in jail in what may be the first Interior prosecution
for driving while intoxicated and distracted by a cell phone.
A head-on crash occurred on Phillips Field Road on an early Sunday morning in Fairbanks, Alaska. The accident
is said to be caused by a text message and a driver under the influence of alcohol.
The driver, Roger Dean Ostbloom, was reported to be texting while driving. While his eyes were off the road,
his Ford F-150 pickup drifted into the oncoming lane of traffic. Ostbloom looked up to see that he was about to collide
with a Chevy Avalanche.
Fairbanks police arrived to the scene to find both vehicles had suffered severe front-end damage. The driver of
the Avalanche, Adam Strom 20, was rushed to Fairbanks Memorial Hospital with a fractured hip, torn tendons and
ligaments and other injuries to his back and shoulder. Ostbloom however, was not hospitalized.
Ostbloom stated that he was texting and noticed the oncoming Chevy instantly before impact. Strom declared
that in an attempt to avoid the collision he slowed down. Ostbloom was slurring his speech and smelled of alcohol.
According to a chemical test he had a breath-alcohol content slightly over the legal limit at 0.097.
Ostbloom was charged with driving under the influence and felony second degree assault. He was also charged
with driving a motor vehicle with a screen device operating, which is a law that makes it illegal to text and drive.
Superior Court Judge Michael McConahy said jail time was necessary in this case to show societal condemnation for the new crime of driving while distracted by a cell phone, a growing issue because of the popularity of text
messaging. Before the sentencing, Strom spoke about how Ostbloom’s actions changed his life. “To call this an accident
would be a mistake,” he said. “I’m not sure what to call it because it was caused by one person’s lack of responsibility
and it has dramatically changed my life.”
Strom serves in the Army and said the accident was more traumatic than both his tours in Iraq. He’s now in the
process of being medically discharged from the Army. The long list of activities he used to enjoy but now finds painful
because of the accident include driving, hunting, fishing, sex and even going to the movies because he can’t sit comfortably for more than 20 minutes at a time he said.
Though it has been against the law to text while driving since 2008, texting arrests remain rare in Alaska. Only
two people were arrested for the offence in the past year, however, neither of them were involved in an accident.
Source: Fairbanks News Miner, KTVF

gota stp at the bar 4 just 1 then i b ho
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“I’d Rather Give Up Driving Than Give Up My Phone”

I admit it, I was texting in my car last week. I didn’t see the car in front of me stop to make a left turn and I ran into the rear end
of his car. Just a bump really, no real damage thank goodness. I knew my dad would be mad if I messed up his car. So now I’ll only
text when I am stopped and not actually moving. It’s so hard to hear a beep that I have a text and ignore it. I’m having a really
hard time staying off my phone when I am driving. I’d rather give up driving than give up my phone! K.B. in Soldotna
I have been texting while I’m driving for about a year and nothing bad happened until
about a month ago. I keep listening to my parents about the dangers of using my cell
phone and I even told them, “I would never do that.” Well now they know I did do it
because I blew through a stop sign and hit a truck. I hit him on the passenger side at
the very back tail light. It spun him around and he came really close to hitting some
other cars. I ended up hitting my head, I guess on the steering wheel because the windshield wasn’t cracked and I had my seatbelt on. Luckily no one was seriously hurt. I
went to the hospital to get checked out. The worse part was when my parents showed
up and the police told them that I was texting. A witness had seen the whole thing.
So now I can’t drive my car, but the worst thing is my dad took my cell phone away.
I only looked down at my phone for about 10 seconds or so. If I ever get my phone
back, I won’t be texting while I’m driving anymore. Larry in Anchorage
On 6/24/2011, Alaska State Troopers conducted a traffic stop on a Ford sedan near the Parks and Pittman road for a moving
violation. The driver, V.K., age 19 of Wasilla was issued a citation for Driving While Operating a Screen Device, when it was
discovered that he was texting on his cell phone while driving. He was released at the scene to appear in court at another date.
You know, I am a little nervous about riding with some of my friends lately after all the news about how many accidents are caused
by texting and driving. Actually it’s not just texting, but just using your cell phone while you drive. I didn’t think anything about it
until my friend Camie ran off the road and hit the snow in the ditch. It really scared her, me, and our 3 other friends in the backseat.
They all laughed it off when we saw everyone was ok, but still we all knew it could have been a disaster. The other kids joked about
how they always text and nothing has happened. I told Camie that if she uses her cell phone again while she’s driving then I won’t
ride with her anymore. Amanda in Fairbanks
Alaska Legislature Passes Ban On Texting While Driving - Governor Parnell signs this law into effect on May 11, 2012

The Alaska Legislature has passed an explicit ban on texting while driving.

The Senate passed HB255 on Sunday April 15, 2012, the last scheduled day of the session. The House passed the bill earlier.
Lawmakers in 2008 passed legislation intended to ban texting while driving though it didn’t say texting in the law. A magistrate in
Kenai last year ruled the Legislature should have been explicit if it meant to prohibit the activity.
Language in HB255 states that texting while driving has been illegal since the 2008 law was passed and the magistrate’s decision is
“legally incorrect.” The bill states a person commits the crime of driving while texting if he or she reads or types a text or other
nonvoice message or communication on a cell phone, computer or something similar while the vehicle is in motion and while the
person is driving.
A 20-year-old Kenai woman was issued a summons on Memorial Day after being stopped by an officer on the Kenai Spur Highway.
She is the first person cited by the Kenai Police for writing a text message while driving under a revision of the statute prohibiting
that activity. So what to do when you absolutely must text? Pull over, stop the car. The law only applies when your car’s moving.

Everyone Does It, Nothing Will Happen

Just like any other kid growing up, I couldn’t wait until I
turned 16 and hit the freedom-paved roads behind my own
set of wheels. Being in high school with no car, you rely
on older kids to get you to where the hangout was. It was
during those car rides that I learned the accepted practice
of most teens today – texting while driving. Everybody
does it. No one gets hurt. If they don’t say it aloud, most
teens certainly think this. I saw friends driving with their
knees while they kept up conversation via text. I saw
friends swerving over the centerline, yet still avoid getting
hit. It was this “expertise” that gave me the confidence to
carry on the tradition.
A few weeks following my sixteenth birthday, I too braved
the cranky ladies of the DMV office and passed the test. I
was now a licensed driver in the State of Alaska. Despite
knowing otherwise, and listening to my parents talk, I
already knew everything about driving and was the best
driver out there. Right? Of course not. I was sixteen, with
a brand new provisional ID card. I was a baby doe, trying
to get her footing on the freeways, four-way stops, roundabouts, and intersections of icy roads. Still, I thought I
ruled them all.
It was only an embarrassing and karmatic two weeks later
when I got what was coming to me. It was a Thursday
afternoon when I decided to skip school and go grab some
ice cream with a guy I liked.
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On our way back from track practice – music
blaring, us talking – I started texting a friend. I looked
up every now and then to make sure I was still in my
lane.
But I eventually got so distracted I missed a stop sign.
I zoomed right past it and the hulking black truck I had
not noticed before, rammed straight into the passenger
side of my small Ford Focus. The friend in the passenger seat was inches away from his legs being crushed,
and ending his running career. I was in shock. It wasn’t
until after I had called my mother, and the guy who ran
into me had called the police, that I broke down into
tears.
It’s easy to forget that when you’re on your way to
school, or have friends in the car, that you are in control
of a deadly machine. Every second you take your eyes
off the road, you open the doors wide open for a chance
to leave you with some devastating results. And there is
always a chance. If a conversation is so important you
can’t wait ten minutes to reach your destination, at least
pull over. It isn’t worth it otherwise.

-Anonymous in Wasilla

lol no im nt bsy im only driving
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It Can Wait............Texting is Not Worth A Life

What Will You
Wear To Your Funeral?
Aw Ma No! Seriously?
That pink suit makes me look fat!
I mean, when’s the last time
you saw me wear that?!
And please don’t let them color over
the purple streaks in my hair!
Remember how much fun I had
putting them there?
I know you told me
not to use my phone when I’m driving
Ma, please oh please
don’t you start crying!!
It was only once
and it was Billy, I thought.
You know that I’d hoped
he’d ask me to the prom.
I’m so sorry Ma
I’d come back if I could!!
Given just one more chance
I never would....
Talk on the phone
when I’m driving again
but it’s too late! I love you Ma!
Say goodbye to my friends.

Texting
I saw it today
The accident that was on the
newsreel
That trucker, he was driving too fast
While holding his phone on the
steering wheel
Texting.
What could have been so important?
It cost not only his life, but also that
young girl’s.
She was turning the corner to go to
school
He flew through that stop sign and
ended both their worlds.
Texting.
I saw it, yes.
And I hope never to see anything like
it again
I’m still crying and I didn’t know
either of them
But I feel her mother’s grief, and his
wife’s pain.
Texting?

I Love You Too
The last text he wrote
was to me, it said, “I
Love You.” He must
have pushed “send”
just before he hit the
tree. They said his
phone was found still
blinking “Message sent

successfully.”

His last thoughts were
of me. I guess that’s
nice to know but it
hurts you see, that his
last thoughts of love
were what took him
from me.
He knew better than
to text and drive. The
message could have
waited and he’d still
have been alive.
I smiled when he said
“I love you” but now
all I can do is cry.

That pink suit? Okay.
And let them do my hair too
whatever you want Ma
It’s all up to you.
Oh Ma!! I’m so very sorry
for what I’m putting you through!!

My life began in South Bay, N.Y.. I lived most of it in Jacksonville, Fl., and for the past
13 years I’ve lived in Donalsonville, Ga.
I started writing poetry in my 20’s. Then it was mostly love poems. In my 30’s I was
writing about anything and everything! I write mostly spiritual, but also a little bit of
all aspects of life. Now, I seldom write at all. It seems I have to be really inspired by
something and I can’t think of anything more inspiring than the “Forget Me Not Mission” started by my sister, Nancy Bidwell, and her husband Royal! The cause that they
brought to life is one that needs to be brought to the attention of anyone who ever
gets behind the wheel of a car. I’d love to see “Soul Shaking Grief ”, this book, and any
future books put together by them on this subject become required reading in all
drivers education classes in all high schools across the country. I’m proud that they
have welcomed my contributions.
Alberta Simon
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Reckless Driving Changes Teen’s Life!

Andrew “Drew” Shassetz had a very
typical childhood growing up in Sterling,
Alaska. He attended Sterling Elementary
School, Soldotna Middle School, then
Skyview High School. He ice-skated
since he was 5, played baseball, soccer
and swimming, rode snow machines and
4-wheelers. Drew got his driver’s license
and now his life is anything but typical.
Drew doesn’t remember any of it; he
only knows what he has seen in pictures
or what people have told him. On June
10, 2007, 10 days after he got his driver’s
license he was going to the post office
with his brother, Kyle. Having forgotten the key to the post office mail box he
turned around and went down Grandview
Drive, a gravel road by the Sterling weigh
station, a road with the utility poles on
the edge of the road (this road has since
been fixed and moved away from the
poles). Drew was driving fast and bobbing and weaving, showing off for Kyle
and the car started to slide and hit a pole
at the driver’s door. Drew was knocked
unconscious, whereas Kyle hit Drew’s seat
and sustained only minor injuries. Kyle
thought Drew was dead; started to shake
him and yell at him to wake up, but Drew
did not respond. Kyle ran up the road to a
house to call 911 and his mom, Sharon.
When Sharon got there a lady was in the
front seat with Drew holding a shirt to
his head that had glass driven into his left
temple. The pole had crushed the door
with his pelvis being pinned between the
door and the center console. Drew went
from 60 to 0 in a few seconds and the
recoil of the stop caused battering back
and forth of his upper body.

When paramedics got there they put a
cervical collar on and tried to lift him out
of the car, but his pelvis was jammed and
wouldn’t move, so they used the Jaws of
Life to get Drew free. The paramedics
called for the medevac helicopter, but it
was already on a call, so they transported
Drew to Central Peninsula Hospital
where a CAT scan was performed checking for internal bleeding, but found none.
Drew had a Traumatic Brain Injury and a
broken pelvis.

Drew was medevaced to Providence
Hospital in Anchorage at 11:40 and his
parents Bob and Sharon drove up and
got there at 3:00a.m. and Kyle and Rachel
(Drew’s sister) stayed with friends in
Soldotna. At Providence the Shassetz’s
found that Drew had an intracranial
monitor that measures the pressure of
his brain and traction to realign the
separated bones of his pelvis. He was
lying in between ice blankets, cooling his
body temperature to about 92 degrees to
reduce swelling to his brain.

He had a chest tube draining fluid around
his right lung, and later that morning had
to have another tube inserted to drain
fluid from around his left lung.
Drew was still unconscious, but to his
parents; looking at all of the hoses,
monitors and contraptions, his broken
bones and internal injuries were the most
concerning, but the doctors knew that the
unseen injuries to Drew’s brain were the
worst.

A traumatic brain injury will leave the
biggest impact for life. The doctors cannot predict what the outcome would be;
they could only say every brain injury
is different, so for the first week Drew’s
family and friends held his hand, talked
softly and prayed.
When Drew’s brain was stable enough for
surgery, they fixed his pelvis with screws
and an external fixator-for 6 weeks no
pressure on his pelvis, which as it turned
out, Drew was still in a coma. Drew first
opened his eyes 14 days after the accident
and the moments of emerging increased
every day. There are many different
stages of comas; it took a total of 10
weeks for Drew to be completely out of
the coma.
During those 10 weeks there were more
complications; pneumonia, sinus infection,
nose bleeds and more surgeries; to move
and change the screws in his pelvis, put a
feeding tube in his abdomen and cauterize
his nose for the nose bleeds.

the time he is different. For Drew, having
changed doesn’t seem to mean much to
him. He is who he is now, and doesn’t
remember being anything else. He just
knows what he’s been told of how he used
to be. This is why it is so important to
Drew to get his story out to his peers; he
paid a drastic price for a moment of teenage stupidity. He has shown his power
point presentation at several high schools
and a family reunion.

Everyday Drew’s parents wrote on the
web site called “thestatus.com”, where
others could keep tabs on how Drew was
doing. Sharon remembers typing on day
100 of the hospital stay that Drew would
not remember any of it and we would not
forget any of it.
When the doctors said that every brain
injury is different, Drew’s family said
okay, but they really did not understand
what it means to hear every brain injury
is different. It depends on what was
damaged in the brain and what the brain
can fix. The not knowing is the hardest. It was like his brain was turned off
and turned back on and he had to learn
everything in the exact same order as
when he was a baby. Drew had to learn
to roll over before he could sit, then to
stand, then to walk and then run (5 years
later and still waiting for the running).
When Drew was unconscious his parents
expected him to wake up and say, “Hi
Mom,” but the reality was that he did not
talk for 3 months. Drew had to relearn
to swallow, drink from a straw and chew;
which is why he had a feeding tube. He
needed help to sit, stand, and any movements. Drew was in ICU for a month,
regular room for a month and in rehab for
2 months. He got out of the hospital on
September 28, 2007. Sharon took a leave
of absence from work and stayed at the
hospital; Bob went back to work after the
first month. They brought their travel
trailer up and parked it at Providence.
Bob, Kyle and Rachel traveled back and
forth from Sterling every weekend for the
duration of the hospital stay.
When Drew came home he was in a wheel
chair and used a walker for short distance
walking and he had 2 more years of therapy. Physical therapy treats everything
from the waist down; balance, sitting and
walking. Occupational therapy treats neck
to waist; writing, eye-hand coordination,
bathing and dressing himself. Speech
therapy treats neck up, speech, eating and
logical thought. Drew missed the first
semester of his sophomore year of high
school. When he went back to school
the second semester he had an Individual
Education Plan (IEP) which provided an
aide to be with him at all times, gave him
more time to take a test and the help he
needed to succeed.
He took one regular class, a computer
class where Drew created a power point

He wants everyone to learn from
his mistake of reckless driving that
changed his and his family’s lives
forever by continuing to give his
presentation and become a public
speaker.

Drew’s graduation from Skyview High School

about his accident and recovery. The
rest of his time was spent in study hall
doing evaluations to see where he was
academically. Drew’s test scores showed
that he is academically challenged and
has a hard time comprehending what he
reads or hears. Short term memory is
impaired and long term memory is like
swiss cheese, he can remember people and
how he knows them, but can’t remember
actually doing anything with them. Drew
doesn’t remember going to school before
the accident, but he remembered most
of what he learned in elementary school.
With the help of a lot of great people
Drew graduated on time May 2010.
When a child is growing, the physical
achievements have to happen, then education and then social skills. Everything
Drew has to relearn has to be in the same
order as the first time. He has the physical part down and he’s doing OK at the
education part, but Drew finds it difficult
to understand and conform to social
norms, for example saying whatever he
thinks even if it will hurt someone’s feelings or is rude. He is compulsive in his
actions and quick to anger. Adults seem
to understand more than his peers; most
of his friends keep their distance, because
Drew invades people’s personal space
with unwanted physical contact. The
hardest part for Drew’s family to accept is
that they have a different Drew. He looks
the same, but he is not the same in his
thoughts or actions. Once in a while there
is a glimmer of the old Drew, but most of

Drive the speed limit, pay attention with
no distractions and remember everything
can change in one second.
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An Answered Unknown Prayer
I can sleep all morning to make up for it. This was
the last time I would ever say that to myself again.

Still to this day, over a year later, I think daily
about how lucky I was the night of my accident. I
had worked a lot in my life, hours upon hours upon
even more hours and never had an issue. Why would
it ever be different? I mean, really, I only lived 2
miles away. What could possibly happen in 2 miles?
I always had the same thoughts as most people, “It
will never happen to me.” Well it certainly can and will
if you don’t prevent it. Many people think of impaired
driving as being under the influence of drugs, alcohol
or some other form of substance. I will be the first to tell
you that’s not an accurate statement at all. In fact, impaired driving is anything at all that prevents you from
driving a motor vehicle with 100% of your full attention.

The restaurant was only 2 miles from home, it
was late and I was obviously tired. I left ahead of my
friends and headed toward home, but I never made it
home on my own power that night. I fell asleep at the
wheel a mile up the highway and hit a tree head on at
65mph. The result was exactly what you see in these
pictures. The entire dash of my car crumbled against
my legs. The whole passenger side was pressed against
my right side and my face was laying on a depressed
airbag. I awoke quickly after that, didn’t know how I
had gotten there, couldn’t even remember leaving the
restaurant. I was so tired that my body had shutdown
completely, long before I even had got into my car.
The paramedics, troopers and I were all amazed
at exactly how I lived, let alone walked away from
this accident that should have taken my life. I was
lucky not just for this one miracle, but also for the
fact that I didn’t hit someone else. I could have killed
passengers in my own vehicle or anyone on the
road. I am lucky enough to be able to tell you today
that I learned a very hard lesson and have the ability to tell you all that impaired driving is no joke.

Don’t drive while impaired, for your sake and the
sake of everyone around you, which includes driving
At the end of April 2012 my life and perception while being tired. Pull over and call for someone to
of these exact thoughts changed as well. I had been help you. Don’t take the chance. Live your life and
working 2 jobs, much as I did since I finished high allow everyone else to live theirs as well. Stay safe!
By: Chris Amspacker, 28
school several years before. I worked both jobs back
to back as usual for a couple days in a row. Running
on very little sleep was normal for me at this point.
However, there was a minor change; there was an accident in the middle of the highway between my jobs
that third day working. Being a prior medic in the
military, I am sworn to always stop and assist if there
is no emergency crew on scene yet. Traffic was bad
so I stopped to direct traffic and help anyone injured
until they arrived. By the time they arrived I had no
time to rest now before work. I went and did work as
usual and had no issues, only to get a call from some
friends to meet them at a restaurant after. I figured
I had no work the next morning so it would be fine;

Teen Charged With Texting While Driving in Fatal Crash
Catherine Cope
7/31/1985 - 2/6/2013

On February 6, 2013, Catherine Cheryln Cikigaq Cope,
27, was called to our Lord's house in heaven in the early
morning hours.
Her journey began on July 31, 1985 in Bethel and the
world was blessed to share in the 27 years of her life, as
well as friends and family. She cherished every day, growing with her friends, working in customer service or
management and unconditionally loving her children and
husband. Her years were filled living a lifestyle honoring
her native heritage and her ever-present family. Catherine
enjoyed subsistence activities, camping and travelling.
Most of all, Catherine loved being a mother for her two
children.
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An Anchorage teenager, Murphy Madison Gross, 16, has been
charged with texting behind the wheel when he allegedly ran a
red light and killed Catherine Cope, a 27-year-old mother of two
earlier this year in Anchorage, prosecutors say.
He is charged with manslaughter, three counts of third-degree
assault related to injuries suffered by passengers in the Jeep,
driving under the influence, driving without a valid driver’s
license and use of an electronic device while driving.
The Associated Press generally does not name juveniles suspected of crimes, but the AP is identifying Gross because he
has been charged as an adult and because of the severity of the
alleged crime.
Assistant District Attorney Daniel Shorey said he believes the
charges against Gross mark the first fatal texting-and-driving
case since the revised law was enacted.
The February 6, 2013 accident killed Catherine Cope, originally
of Bethel, the mother of two daughters, a 5 year-old and twoyear old, as she headed home from Guido’s pizza parlor.

Catherine Cope was riding with her husband, Ryan Cope, who
worked at the restaurant. Two of Ryan’s co-workers were also
in the Jeep Grand Cherokee. Ryan Cope was driving the 1991
Jeep Cherokee northbound on A Street at about 2:30 a.m.
She is preceded in death by her mother Alice Japhet;
Gross, meantime, approached from the east driving a Chevrolet
grandparents, Iggy Dan, Dale Cope, Vivian Noble and
Tahoe, on Northern Lights and “T-boned” the Jeep. He had a
Stanley Nelson; uncle Gary Dashofsky; Aunt Patricia Wil- learner’s permit but no valid license, Shorey wrote.

son and her cousin Valerie Roland.

She is survived by her grandparents, Freda Japhet and
Darlene Nelson, Paul and Martha Gregory; parents
Paul Gregory, John and Dale Cope; husband, Ryan Cope;
daughters, Mary Grace Acituq Cope and McKenzie Irene
Ananasagaq Cope; her brothers "Gubby" Japhet and Brian
Hansen; sisters Rachelle Hansen, Virginia Waska and
Binky Hoffman; her uncles, Bobby Japhet, Milo Japhet;
aunts, Diane Japhet, Joanne Japhet and Dalene Dashovsky;
nieces Lana and Hannah Japhet; cousins Norma Jean and
"Buffy" Pavil, Norman and Vesta Japhet, Eric Pavil, Brea
Pavil, Karin Pavil, LJ Pavil, Jeremiah Japhet, David Japhet,
Alice Japhet, "Moose" Japhet, Neil and "Sister" Japhet,
Tony and Amber Matukonis, Diana and Kyle Vreeman,
Alexander and Jessica Cope and Libby Cope. In addition
are the countless members of the extended family and the
friends and acquaintances that shared in Catherine's love.

Source: Anchorage Daily News, KTUU, Daily News Miner

Gross denied sending text messages just before the crash but admitted to taking his eyes off the road, according to prosecutors.
Police seized Gross’ cell phone. The phone shows he sent and
received 14 texts and four phone calls in the 32 minutes before
the collision, Shorey wrote. The final text came at 2:36 a.m.,
about a minute before the estimated time of the accident.
Gross told police he took the 2013 Tahoe without permission,
leaving the family home about midnight. He drove to a friend’s
house where his friends were smoking marijuana, he said.
Gross told police he did not smoke any pot. He drove to McDonald’s and, at the time of the crash, was headed to his girlfriend’s
house, he said, according to prosecutors.
Texting while driving charges are normally misdemeanors.
Gross is charged with a felony because the alleged offense ended
in injury or death.
The state Legislature passed a law meant to ban texting while
driving in Alaska in 2008, but the law was not clearly written.
Lawmakers in 2012 passed a revised statute explicitly outlawing the activity. The new rules went into effect May 11, 2012.
See page 134. In the following 12 months, prosecutors filed 31
texting-while-driving cases, according to Shorey.
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Winner Picked in Design Cover Contest

	
  
The Forget Me Not Mission held a Cover Design
Contest from May 1st – Oct 1st 2011 for all teens
13-19 years old in Alaska, to select a new cover for
the Soul Shaking Grief Teen Edition book.
The design had to deal with the problem of
underage drinking, impaired and distracted
driving.
The 1st Place winner received an iPad2
2nd Place winner received $300 in Best Buy Gift Cards
3rd Place winner received $200 in Best Buy Gift Cards

We are pleased to show off all the entries we
received. The teens worked very hard on their
photography and art work designs. Our panel of
14 judges had a tough time judging these entries.
They are all winners as you can see!

1st Place Winner
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  

Sarah Webb
11th Grade
West Valley High School
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2nd Place Winner

	
  

Ashlyn Dorn - 9th Grade
Wasilla High School
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Hailey Hosken
	
  
College Sophomore
	
  
	
  
Montana State University
	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  
	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  

3 Place Winner

	
  

	
  

	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  

Hailey	
  Hosken	
  also	
  painted	
  our	
  ceiling	
  tile	
  that	
  was	
  hung	
  on	
  the	
  ceiling	
  of	
  Captain’s	
  Coffee	
  in	
  Homer.	
  She	
  
graduated	
  from	
  South	
  High	
  School	
  in	
  Anchorage	
  in	
  2010.	
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Honorable Mention

Honorable Mention

Honorable Mention

Yuni Jones – 10th Grade
West Valley High School

Bailey Jones - 11th Grade
Wasilla High School

Tong Thao – 11th Grade
Colony High School

Darryl Skadsem - 12th Grade
West Anchorage High School

Natalie Cheyenne Lake – 11th Grade
West Anchorage High School

	
  

David J Chanar III - 11th Grade
West Anchorage High School

Nickolas Glaze – 11th Grade
West Anchorage High School

Kori Dial - 7th Grade
Begich Middle School Anchorage

Sophie Auburn – 12th Grade
West Anchorage High School
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Ivan N Echevebbi – 12th Grade
West Anchorage High School

Heather Duffy
Soldotna High School

Zach Klingbeil – 11th Grade
West Anchorage High School

	
  

Anita Laulainen – 10th Grade
Mat-Su Career & Technical H S

Karra Inness -12th Grade
Colony High School

Samantha Everett - 11th Grade
Colony High School

Michael Hardy – 7th Grade
Colony Middle School

Liam Mitchell – 10th Grade
West Anchorage High School

Dyllan Mitchell - 12th Grade
Fairbanks High School
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Jayden says, “Helping others is just the right thing to do”
Jayden Tumbaga’s childhood was anything but normal. Born in Hawaii, while his friends
were out enjoying the sun and surf, he was spending his time in and out of hospitals dealing with multiple childhood ailments. Jayden and his family then moved to Nikiski, Alaska
just before his fifth birthday where he almost immediately became involved in Boys &
Girls Clubs – Alaska and after-school activities. Through the years, he also became very
involved in his local community and donated his time helping others. “Giving back to my
community was never something I had to think about,” Jayden explains. “That’s partially
because my parents raised me that way, but also because helping others is just the right
thing to do.”

In 2004 Jayden’s work and strength were put to the test again. His parents were in a major car accident, paralyzing his father
and severely injuring his mother. Without skipping a beat in school or his other community commitments, Jayden jumped into
the role as both caretaker and provider for his family. In addition to taking on a job to earn extra income for his family and give
additional medical care for his father, Jayden also volunteered at the schools in Nikiski in the special needs classes to work with
children with severe disabilities.
Jayden thinks it is extremely important to give back to the community and encourages other Alaska youth to volunteer their
time as well. “You have the opportunity to change someone’s life for the better,” he says. “Anything that you can give, whether
it’s time, supplies or physical help, will make your community and the world a better place.”
Jayden recently graduated from Nikiski High School with honors and received an academic scholarship to attend the University of Colorado, Denver, where he is studying to become a pharmacist.
“I’ve spent a lot of time in hospitals so I’ve become increasingly interested in the medical field. I also love helping other people
so working in medicine is definitely where I want to be.”

Prison High School Graduates Record Class
On May 27, 2011 Spring Creek High School in Seward Graduated one of its largest classes ever this week.
The school operates inside a maximum security prison, and is the only prison school that is part of the regular
school district. Eighteen graduates earned diplomas this year; the program has graduated 350 students over the
past 10 years. For the inmates, their diplomas were more than a better future, but also a chance to make their
parents proud – something they haven’t been able to do in a while.
“I began to notice his whole frame of mind had changed from a street mentality to, “Hey, you know what, I better
do something with my life, “ Andrea McWashington said after her son received his diploma Thursday.
According to a study done by the school, students who graduate from the program are half as likely to return
to prison.
“I didn’t really believe in myself. I didn’t think I would change, but I really changed. And I’ve started thinking
on a whole “nother level,” graduating inmate Daniel Byrd said.

Wasilla teen donates $1,300 to the Sealife Center in Seward
In December of 2010, twelve-year-old Keefer Brown from Wasilla, Alaska, raised $1,300 which
he donated to the Alaska Sealife Center. He designed and sold candles which he decorated with
shells and seaweed he found on the beaches of Seldovia. Brown sold the items around Seldovia
and far surpassed his initial goal of $50 by not only convincing people to buy candles but to
donate to marine research and education.

Good News Forecast Around the State
Source: Anchorage Daily News, KTUU, News Miner

More Good News about Teens
More Good News About Teens
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The U.S. Presidential Scholars Program recognizes and honors some of our nation’s most distinguished
graduating high school seniors.

This year, four Anchorage School District seniors are semifinalist for this prestigious award.
Congratulations to Rowan Kraft from West Anchorage High, Anna Miller from Steller, Jonathan Walther
from Dimond High and Thomas Troxel from West Anchorage High.
Also honored was Brigit Noon from West Valley High School in Fairbanks.

Kiana teen honored at the White
House for suicide prevention work
WASHINGTON, D.C. -- A senior at Mt.
Edgecumbe school in Sitka was among 11
American Native youths being honored
by the White House. Teressa Baldwin
of Kiana is the founder of an organization working on suicide prevention. As
a junior, she was appointed by Gov. Sean
Parnell to the Statewide Suicide Prevention Council.
Baldwin was among young Native Americans honored at the White House Thursday through the Champions of Change
program.
White House officials say the program
was created by the Obama administration
to highlight different issues and recognize individuals working to improve their
communities.
Officials say Thursday’s event recognized
people addressing challenges faced by
American Indians and Alaska Natives.

Fairbanks Teams Sweep Academic Decathlon
FAIRBANKS — Fairbanks teams are forces to be reckoned with when it comes to the GCI Alaska Academic
Decathlon Competition.
This year, Lathrop High School won the competition in
Anchorage, beating the reigning champs on the West
Valley High School team. The two schools have battled
back and forth for top honors for years. Lathrop held
the title in 2010.
Academic decathlon competitors are scored based on
their academic categories. Varsity students are those
with C averages. Scholastic students are B students,
and Honors students have A averages. Teams are composed of at least six students, with at least two from
each academic category.
“Typically other academic competitions ... the focus is
on the A students,” Curtiss Clifton, state director with
GCI, said. “We focus on your typical A, B and C students. It helps them become a better student, a better
teammate.”

Teen Space at the Anchorage Public Library!
This past summer the Anchorage Public Library opened up
the Teen Underground, a space for teens ages 12-18 to study,
collaborate, research and interact. Spencer Mitton is the youth
who designed the Teen Underground logo.

Lathrop High School’s Logan
Hanneman won all three individual
races at the Junior Olympic National
Championships in Minneapolis. Two
weeks earlier he was named the best
high school skier in Alaska when he
won the Skimeister Award at the state
championships in Fairbanks.

Source: ADN and News Miner
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Juneau Man Murdered By Four Juveniles In Arkansas

Kevin J. Thornton
1992-2011

Kevin was born March 2, 1992 in Juneau Alaska. He was the beloved son of William and Darlene Thornton of Juneau.
Kevin had been traveling for 3 months across the United States with a good friend, and they were visiting Arkansas.
On July 27, 2011, Juneau reident Kevin Thornton, 19, died in an Arkansas hospital following a horrific beating done by
four juveniles.
According to the Malvern (Ark.) Daily Record, on July 20, 2011 four Arkansas juveniles of the small Malvern town, passed
Thornton and a companion who were walking late that night. The four in the truck decided to turn it around and go back to beat up
the two men they saw before.
Phillip Calhoun, an investigator for the area, claimed that the four had been drinking and were intoxicated when they attacked Thornton and his companion. According to him, the companion got away but Thornton fell and hit his head on a rock when
he was attacked. One of the youths struck Thornton’s companion but he was able to deflect the blow and escape relatively unharmed. After Thornton had fallen and lay there unconcious, three of the youths began kicking and hitting him while he was on the
ground. One of the four juveniles pleaded with the rest to stop and leave the area but before they did, all four dragged Thornton’s
body into a nearby ditch where they left him and drove off.
A pedestrian found Thornton hours later and he quickly brought him into the nearby church across the street in hopes that
he knew someone inside. When the pedestrian realized the extent of the injuries he called the authorities immediately.
Thornton was quickly medevaced to a hospital in Little Rock where he was put into a drug induced coma. Thornton died
Wednesday afternoon with head, neck, and side injuries.
Calhoun, stated that when the passerby entered the church, many inside helped identify the suspects. Even the pastor is
known for helping identify the juveniles. “The pastor of the church knew all of them by name,” Calhoun stated. “He saw them drive
by earlier that night, and identified them as being in the truck.” Calhoun went on to say that he is unsure what provoked the attack.
“I wish I knew, almost all of them said it was random,” he said. Judge Phillip Shirron said Wednesday that if the victim were to die,
the four suspects could be charged with murder even as juveniles.
Kevin Thornton graduated from Thunder Mountain High School in Juneau in 2010. He also attended Juneau-Douglas
High School for two years, and he was an honor student at Dzantik’l Heeni Middle School.

Update
The three teenagers, Clinton Ross, 16, Richard Wybark, 17, and Timothy Norwood, 16, will be charged as adults and are facing
second-degree murder charges, as well as the additional charge of engaging in violent criminal group activity, for their involvement
with Thornton’s death.
Charges against the fourth teenager, J.G. a 14-year-old, have since been dismissed.
Sources: Malvern Arkansas Daily Record, KATV Channel 7 in Little Rock, Juneau Empire, Anchorage Daily News.

A Big Thank You to
more of our
Forget Me Not Mission
Supporters

907- 376-7690
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“We support the
Forget Me Not
Mission,
Please Don’t
Drink and Drive”
3230 E. Palmer Wasilla Hwy. Wasilla, AK 99654

We’re here.
We’re with you.
Premera Blue Cross Blue Shield
of Alaska is proud to support
the mission of the Forget Me
Not Foundation.

An Independent Licensee of the Blue Cross Blue Shield Association
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Colony High School
Go Knights!

Our CHS cheer team has what it takes to rock the mats!
“5 Claps this time!’
Oh, and did I mention these are 5 time State Champs?

National Merit
Scholarship: This
year three students
from Colony received the National
Merit Schlorarship
for their outstanding academic
achievement in
school. Congrats
to seniors:
Eva Colberg,
Abe Myerhofer,
and Ben Evans.

Colony Marching Band is responsible
for the only marching band in the
state. They get the crowd stirring
with excitement during the varsity Some students say the best
football games.
thing at the games is the
X- Country Running: This year the girls did fairly well and
an example of that is Audrey Michelson who got 3rd at state.
She hopes that she’ll at least achieve the same or higher success next year and looks forward to running track this spring.

Poetry Out Loud: Whitney Winders is a junior
at Colony who has won the competition two years
in a row. She also won the competition at the
District level.. This outstanding student is also
graduating early with the class of 2012.

Marching Band!

Colony High
2011-2012

	
  
	
  

Wasilla High School
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2011-2012
Girls’ Basketball Takes State Title
Wasilla High School Girls’ Basketball team
took first place at the State Championships, making
them the 2011-2012 4A State Champions. Alexis
Imoe, Alysha Devine, and Alyssa Hutchins made
the Basketball All-Tournament team. Alyssa
Hutchins was also named the girls’ 4A Basketball
Player of the Year and signed to play for UAA next
year as well.
	
  

Drafting Competition
Four students, in the WHS Drafting class, are in
the top 30 teams in the nation for the 2012 Westpoint
Bridge Contest. At this time, there are over 4,000 teams.
Congratulations to Team Brady Ingersoll and David
Hansen, 19th place, and Team Ty Frazier and Matt
Thomas, 15th place.

Connor Devine
was named the
Gatorade Alaska
Boys Basketball
Player of the Year.
Connor was also
named the Alaska
Media/Alaska
Association of
Basketball Coaches
4A Player of the
Year. Devine will
play for Division I
South Dakota State
next season.

Wasilla Senior Earns Drew O’Brien Award
Wasilla senior wrestler, Tyler Adams, was
diagnosed with mononucleosis, missed six weeks of
action, and needed to see three doctors before he was
cleared to return to the mat. It took visits to many doctors,
the last an internal medicine specialist, for Adams to be
cleared to return. However, it was a rough return for
Tyler. He had to gain weight and get back into shape.
Nevertheless, Adams persevered. He overcome the
obstacle and went on to win the 145-pound title at the
ASAA 4A Championships.
Warrior News

	
  

Girls’ Cross-Country Team Wins 1st at
Regions and State

Warrior football team won the Potato Bowl, 2322.
WHS collected 60 pints of blood to donate.
Brenna Dinkel and Jesse Marman both took gold
at the Juried State Scholastic Art Competition
Show.

©2012 Wasilla High School

152

Service Cougars are STATE CHAMPS

True Intensity and Passion
Service high assistant football
coach Numi Ilalio took two medals
from the Cougars’ runner-up finish
in last season’s football playoffs and
smashed them against the locker
room wall as part of Saturday’s pregame speech.

2011

A Dream Season
The cougars got the message
from coach, and didn’t settle for second place this time, instead capping
an undefeated season with a 37-23
win over South in the First National
Bowl large-school state championship. The win gave Service (10-0-1)
its sixth championship and its second
undeafeated season, the first coming
in1999.
Some of the players had some
things to say after achieving such a
great feat.
“Success comes from hard work
and determination, not through bad
choices and decisions that don’t pay
off in the end.” Zach Lambe, #80
Senior, 2011 AK State FB Champion.

“Champions don’t sell their future
for a drink”- Kekoa Fomai, #54,
Junior, 2011 AK State Football
Champion.

South
High
School
2011- 2012

South High School’s Air Force JROTC Marksmanship Team recently competed in
the Air Force Marksmanship Shampionships held at Camp perry, Ohio. The team
placed second out of 26 teams in the sporter-class category.

South reigns at 4A volleyball State Championship.
In the season South went undefeated with 25-0. The
team finished it off with a very impressive match
against rival Dimond High, Saturday night. Junior
Mikayla Sweet, who that night led the Wolverines
with 12 kills said, “This was our best match of the
season.” Ever since last year’s championships match,
their match-ups are the most looked forward to. Last
year, the Lynx made the Wolverines suffer a hard
three-defeat loss. That loss is what gave the girls of
the South volleyball team motivation to work hard
in their extremely successful season, and the title of
being 1st in the state. Congratulations girls, you did
good and gave it all you had.
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Two underclassmen at South High
School captured singles titles. Eddie
Lewis, a junior, and Whitney Williams,
a sophomore, won their final matches to
lead South to the team victory with 107
points. West placed second with 93 points
and East finished third with 72. Lewis,
the No. 2 seed, downed top-seeded Derek
Noland of Service 6-2, 6-0 and Williams
capped an undefeated season with a 6-0,
6-1 victory over West’s Grace Weinstein. “We’re really confident in Whitney,
because she’s never lost in Alaska high
school tennis. Eddie has lost a couple
matches but he just played fantastic,”
South coach Bob Jones said. “We couldn’t
have won it without them. When you
have really strong singles players, it really helps the whole program.” Service,
East and Lathrop each boasted a state
doubles champion. Service, East and
Lathrop each boasted a state doubles
champion. Patrick Walgren and Gareth
Schultz took the boys double title for
Service, Emma Neslund and Julia Rumley
won the girls doubles crown for East and
Mackenzie Calvillo and Kade Fitzgerald
claimed the mixed double championship
for Lathrop. Calvillo and Fitzgerald both
won conference singles titles last week
for the Malemutes, making them a powerful duo in mixed doubles.

154

Dimond High School Dominating In Hockey!
Dimond hockey players, lead by 8 seniors and
a mix of sophomores, had a great season this
year. They dominated all season and with a lot
of teamwork; it lead the Lynx on the road to
victory to the First National Cup State Hockey
Final.
“I had no problem letting the young guys get
all the early action. It motivates them, and it
motivates us,” said Daniel Roberts, a member of
the Dimond Hockey Varsity Team for the last
three years.

The Lynx have beaten the Wasilla warriors twice this
year, but this last game was a struggle. In the beginning,
the Lynx looked good but they missed several chances to
get the lead until Dawson Glover made an assisted goal
with Austin Arnold and Aaron Dunlap, making the score
1-0 at 4:21. Drake Glover soon made the score 2-0 with
3:42 left on the clock. His goal was assisted by Mason
Anderson and Dawson Glover. With 11 seconds left, the
Lynx made it 3-0 as Dunlap made a nice passing play
from Tyler Andrews and Dawson glover.
Leading up to their win against Service in the championship game, Dimond went up against Lathrop in the
semi-final game. They started off with a 1-0 lead, and
continued with a power play which caused them to have
a 2-0 lead only 4 minutes into the game. The Lynx got
the third goal they were hoping for with 1:15 left on the
clock. It was a rough game, but the Lynx overpowered
the Malemutes 4-0 taking them to the championship
game.
Dimond High School’s hockey team won their first state
4A championship in 11 years. They defeated Service 6-1
in the title game in Wasilla. The Dimond High Lynx,
who were 0 for 7 in the title game since their most recent crown 2001, capped off an undefeated season. They
started off with two goals in 10 seconds during the opening period. After these goals, putting Dimond in the lead,
it caused Service to take a time out. Drake Glover’s goal
with 2:51 left in the first period bounced off the shoulder of the Service goalie and went right in for a point.
Dimond got another scoring spurt in the second period,
with two goals 25 seconds apart. Josh Larson scored a rebound goal 1:31 into the frame, and Daniel Roberts made
it 4-0 on the very next shift.

After the win against Service, they raised $4,000
for the Susan Butcher Family Center. This center is for children and teens who are diagnosed
with cancer, which is over two-thousand individuals each year in the state of Alaska.

Who’s Driving, You or the Dog?
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Do you drive with your pet on your lap?

Every 18 minutes in the United States,
a car accident occurs because of a
loose pet, according to Paws to Click.
Puppies on laps are a huge distraction
when driving and contribute to an
estimated 30,000 distracted driving
accidents a year.

December 23, 2010 about 10 a.m. I
was out early to Sam’s to get the finishing touches of Christmas shopping done
without being out with lots of people.
When I was hit, I was going over to
my 95-year-old friend’s house. The lady
that hit me, almost 80 years old, was taking her dog, Tuffy, to doggie day care. We
were both on King Street at about 7900
block. I was heading south, she was heading north. Neither one of us were going
over 25 mph. I started slowing down as
she seemed undecided on where she was
going. I saw her get into my lane to turn
left into the doggie day care place and I
braked and moved over to the right as far
as I could go.
I braced for the impact by grabbing
the steering wheel with both hands and
putting my head down. I came to a stop
about three feet from a parked vehicle.
When I got myself out of my vehicle I
saw her Subaru quite a ways down King
Street facing the other way. I was in a
2001 Dodge Dakota pickup. I walked over
to her vehicle to make sure the driver
was okay and when I opened her door
her little dog jumped out. The driver was
bleeding from her nose.
The witness to the accident called the
police and came over to help me get her
inside the dog place. It was like 10 below
and she said that she was cold. I knew
that my left ring finger hurt but did now

realize the extent until I went to the doctor, like eight hours later. The knuckle
was crushed and I had surgery one week
later. A bone out of my wrist was used to
fix the knuckle, three months of physical
therapy on the finger, three times a week.
About two weeks after the accident I
started having severe pains in my right
shoulder and neck. Ended up that I had
broken my collar bone, two tears in my
rotator cuff, and slight bulging in my
neck. I have missed 8 1/2 months of
work except for 5 days. I still go to physical therapy for my shoulder and neck. My
finger is still swelled up.
In the nine months since the accident
I have been to either physical therapy,
chiropractor, MRI’s, nerve test, regular
doctor well over 100 times.
The lady that hit me pleaded not
guilty so I went to the hearing, She was
not that sweet old lady I had seen the day
of the accident. She was a bitter mean
old lady. I think the accident happened
because her dog got excited about going
to doggie day-care and jumped up in her
lap and obstructed her view.
She had told the officer that she had just
caught me out of the corner of her eye
when she was right in front of me.
She was fined $100 and cited for failure
to yield to on coming traffic. Meanwhile
I am still in pain and still being treated.

Dana Williams, a spokeswoman for
Paws to Click, an initiative that promotes
responsible pet travel, says that driving with a pet on your lap or having it
roaming free in your car contributes to
an estimated 30,000 distracted driving
accidents a year.
Every 18 minutes in the United States, a
car accident occurs because of a loose pet,
according to Paws to Click, and 98 percent of dogs travel in cars unrestrained.
The Paws to Click campaign is sponsored
by Bergan, a maker of pet products.
“People do not realize what can happen
during an accident or a sudden stop, when
a pet is not contained.
The worry isn’t just about an unrestrained animal contributing to unsafe
driving or an accident either. During a
crash, a flying dog or cat represents a serious hazard to everyone in the car. The
pet avocacy group Bark Buckle Up notes
that in a 35-mile-per-hour accident, an
unrestrained 60-pound dog would carry
the force of a 2,700-pound projectile.
Unrestrained dogs and cats can impede
rescue workers in more serious accidents, and they also are more likely to be
harmed or even thrown from a vehicle in
minor fender benders.
Hawaii appears to be the only state that
specifically bans a driver from holding a
pet on his or her lap. “The Hawaii law
prohibits a driver from allowing an animal, person or object to interfere with
his or her control of the vehicle.”
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In Loving Memory of

Adrian Hartman, 17, March 24, 2006
Alecia Loraine Phillips, 18, May 2010
Alex Baker, 19, August 6, 2009
Alex Kendall Gee, 8, May 26, 2007
Alfrod Kennedy, 16, January 8, 2000
Allen Hoversten, 16, May 13, 2000
Amber Anderson, 20, June 26, 2010
Andre Marsh, October 28, 2000
Annette Knofel, 59, July 26, 2009
Ashlee Lois Raburn, 21, May, 27, 2001
Austin Van Long, 19, October 20, 2011
Catherine Cope, 27, February 6, 2013
Charles White, 17, July 20, 1983
Chaz Crabb, 17, July 23, 2002
Chelsea Johnston, 16, September 20, 2008
Chelsie Foster, September 22, 2000
Christa E. Russell, 16, May 16, 2012
Citari Townes-Sweatt, 20, June 30, 2013
Colton J. Fettig, 22, April 7, 2012
Dalton Thomas, 20, October 15, 2000
Daniel Melville, 18, July 2010
David A. Christiansen, 22, 1985
David A. Yudin, 21, February 20, 2013
Deborah Bell, 17, December 2009
Donna Jones, March 8, 2000
Eric J. Zehnder, 23, March 20, 2011
Floyd Mack Jr., 4, November 7, 2001
Frank Carpenter, 19, May 1997
Gabriel Carte, 19, January 2012
Gunther Matthew Burt, April 21, 1996
Heather Dowdy, 17, September 30, 2000
Holly Mae Bekkala, 18, June 27, 2011
Jamison Thrun, 11, September 30, 2011
Jeromey Ramage, 18, November 7, 2010
Jesse Adams, 16, July 20, 1983
Jessica Anne Flores, 23, March 2012
Jessie Withrow, 20, July 3, 2000
Joel Fletcher Armstrong, 17, May 28, 2011
Jonathan Harrell, 12, August 27, 2005
Jonathan Johnson, 19, Octobert 20, 2008
Jordan W. Boggs, 22, April 7, 2012
Justin Lee Nelson, 12, August 31, 2001

Kala Marie Hardy, 15, April 5, 2008
Kale Oren Cramer, 8, April 2012
Kara Joe, 17, Auguest 3, 2000
Keith Irons, 14, 1996
Kenneth Peterkin, 17, 1963
Kevin Thornton, 19, July 27, 2011
Kiana Seierup, 16, November 20, 2012
Kimberly L. Vetasquez, 22, March 20, 2011
Kirsten Shaye Tompkins, 14, July 28, 2010
Kori Hornstein-Williams, 20, Dec. 6, 1996
Kristin Michele Maddux, 5, February 2003
Kyle James Anderson, 14, August 20, 2001
Louis Clement, 23, Noverber 5, 2009
Lucas Goodhand, 18, August 8, 2000
Malik Moore, 20
Michelle Byrum, March 18, 1997
Michelle Volker, 20
Nicholas J. Allen, 17, August, 11, 2002
Oliver Riley, 23, June 16, 1985
Phillip Lara, 4, August 2008
Richard Dee Carter, 23, March 24, 1987
Robert McDonald, September 12, 2000
Rodney Rogers, 16, August 6, 2009
Robin Rich, 15, November 1, 1980
Rowdy Taber, 15, August 4, 2010
Ryan Sholin, 19, April 17, 2008
Rylene Oskoloff, 14, November 2, 2010
Saul Stutz, 13, May 2005
Savannah Cayce, 16, June 2012
Seth Nash, 13, May 2011
Shannon Wolf, 3, August 23, 1993
Shelby Gillins, 21, February 20, 2013
Shelly Reed, 17, November 5, 1983
Shelley Bathery, 17, July 20, 1983
Taren M. Paff, 18, November 6, 2008
Taylar Lafferty Young, 16, May 23, 2009
Taylor White, 17, June 5, 2009
Timothy Nickoki, 20, June 2, 2011
Trenton Kyle Crowell, 31, October 26, 2009
William C. Booth, 19, August 7, 2011
Zacharia Scharlow, 18, January 22, 2013
Zackary Green, 19, October 21, 2012

Loved Ones Lost...

In Memory Of The Children

If tears could build a stairway and memories a lane,
I’d walk right up to heaven and bring you home again. Anonymous
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In Loving Memory of
Often, vehicle crashes claim more than one victim. Below is a list of crashes,
by date, and the victims they claimed. Anyone--at any age--can be killed by an
impaired or distracted driver illustrated by the listed ages of the victims.

March 6, 1970

Cheryl Iverson, 17
Gloria Buenafe, 17
Chris McDannel, 17
Michael Cremin, 16

December 5, 1981
Scott Gerrish, 13
Wesley Gerrish, 10

August 17, 1991
Michele Stround, 22
Kristie Boyd, 22

January 10, 1993
Danielle Marlow, 7
Kerri Marlow, 32

July 4, 1993

Jamie Farr, 13
Brian Langley, 13
Mark Langley, 42

March 1994

Leigh Ann Barnes, 32
Lindsey Hurst, 10

August 27, 1994
Otis Richey Jr., 16
Freddie Cook Jr., 15
Brett Dwyer, 18

June 16, 1996

Carrie Warriner, 19
George Crawford, 20
J-D Stuart, 23

December 6, 1996

Kori Rae Hornstein Williams, 20
Shelia Holloway, 27

July 2, 2000

Christopher McFadin, 21
Bruno Guglielmi, 24
Harvey Grau, 27
Christy Simon, 29
Jacky Moore, 39
Kristine Fuit, 47

July 12, 2000

Kevin Blake, 15
Kenneth Cramer, 11

July 9, 2001

Officer Justin Wollam, 28
Heidi Weilbacher, 14
Makayla Lewis, 16
Robert Esper, 19

July 2006

Miranda Delaney, 16
Charles Delaney, 45

January 12, 2007
Veronica Turner, 19
Tiffany Samuelson, 18

April 7, 2012

Colton J. Fettig, 22
Jordan W. Boggs, 22

Loved Ones Lost...
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When someone you love dies in a impaired or distracted driving crash, the tragedy is compounded by the fact that the death came as
a result of a senseless, preventable, criminal act. And the fact that the criminal in the impaired or distracted driving crash is more
likely to be an ordinary individual than a hardened felon makes your grief no easier to bear.
The National Highway Traffic Safety Administration calls drunk driving “the nation’s most frequently committed violent crime.”
Although designated drivers, sobriety checkpoints, tougher criminal penalties and more law enforcement on the highways have led
to a decline in the number of alcohol-related traffic fatalities in the U.S. over the past decade, drunk-driving crashes still claim the
life of one person every 45 minutes. It used to be every 15 minutes. Now throw in the millions of people using cell phones in their
vehicles and the number of lives lost continues to grow daily.
Every day, men and women go off to work and young people head out to schools and playgrounds, all expecting to return. But each
day, 50 of those people, on average, are killed in drunk-driving crashes, And every day, the lives of countless survivors are
shatttered when they learn that someone they love will never come home.
How do you cope with sudden, unnecessary loss? If someone you love has died in a drunk or distracted driving crash, you may be
experiencing a nightmare worse than anything you’ve ever imagined. At the moment you learn of the tragedy, you are plunged into
a state of shock, disbelief and horror. Eventually, as the shock wears off and you beging the process of grieving, you may wonder
how you’ll ever get through this ordeal. This is Soul Shaking Grief.
Consider seeking the support of others who have also lost loved ones in a drunk or distracted driving crash. Having the opportunity to share your experience with people who truly understand what you’re going through, may play an important part of your healing. When you listen to their stories and identify with their feelings, you’ll discover that you’re not alone. Most of the people who
have written their story in this book, have expressed that it is very therapeutic to get their thoughts and feelings down on paper.
“I honestly don’t know where good people go when they leave us, but I do know what they leave behind - love, memories, and people who wish they
hadn’t gone. I wish you loving memories to comfort you as you say good-bye to a wonderful person.” (Unknown)

Ann E. Knofel

November 1, 1949 to July 26, 2009

Killed on the Seward highway by a young man who chose to drink and then drive.
Read Ann’s story on page 82-83

These are Ann’s grandchildren...
She never got to see them.....
hold them........
kiss them....
or
to say, “I love you.”

Please: Never drive impaired or distracted And help your friends to do the same.
In Loving Memory, Ann’s family
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Something To Think About...

While at the park one day, a woman sat down next to a man on a
bench near a playground.
“That’s my son over there,” she said, pointing to a little boy
in a red sweater who was gliding down the slide.
“He’s a fine looking boy,” the man said.
“That’s my son on the swing in the blue sweater.”
Then, looking at his watch, he called to his son,
“What do you say we go, Todd?”
Todd pleaded, “Just five more minutes, Dad. Please?
Just five more minutes.” The man nodded
and Todd continued to
swing to his heart’s content.
Minutes passed and the father stood and
called again to his son.
“Time to go now?”
Again Todd pleaded, “Five more minutes,
Dad.
Just five more minutes.”
The man smiled and said, “O.K.”
“My, you certainly are a patient father,” the
woman responded.

The man smiled and then said, “My older son Tommy was killed by
a drunk driver last year while he was riding his bike near
here. I never spent much time with Tommy and now I’d give
anything for just five more minutes with him. I’ve vowed not to
make the same mistake with Todd.
He thinks he has five more minutes to swing.
The truth is, I get five more minutes to watch him play.”
Life is all about making priorities, what are your priorities?
Give someone you love five more minutes of your time today.
MountainWings.com
“Wings Over the Mountains of Life”

Our pictures
shouldn’t
belong
in your
scrapbook
Use a Designated Driver
Call a Cab
Don’t Drink and Drive
Stop Others from
Drunk Driving

Proud to support the mission of the Forget Me Not Foundation

800-478-5433

www.LifeMedAlaska.com

